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THE SE<X>ND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 



Thm is one of ^e three unpoblished plays which escaped 
the fatal hands of Warburton's cook^ aiid Is printed from a 
manuscript book of that gentleman, in the Lansdown Ck^- 
lection. No title page is prefixed to the manuscript, nor 
is the name of *' The S^nd Maiden's Tragedy*' in the 
same handwriting as the play. From the tenor of the 
license to act, indeed, it is probable that this name was 
given to it by the Master of the Revels ; that license is in 
the following words : *' This Second Maiden's Tragedy (for 
it hath no name inscribed,) may, with the reformations^ be 
pnblickly acted. 31 October, 1611, O. Buc." Why it is 
called " The Second Maiden's Tragedy" does not appear— 
there is no trace of any drama having the title of '' The 
First Maiden's Tragedy," and it does not bear any re- 
semblance to the '' Maid's Tragedy" of Beaumont and 
Fletcher. There is reason therefore to believe that the name 
by which it is now known, was adopted merely for the pur- 
pose of distinguishing it from other plays Ucensed to be 
acted, as the words, '^for it hath no name inscribed," can 
hardly be supposed to refer to the want of the author's 
name, which is as difficult to be ascertuned as that of his 
play. At the back of the manuscript, it is said to be by a 
person whose name, on a close inspection, appears to have 
been William (afterwards, altered to Thomas) Goughe. This 
name has been nearly obliterated, and that of " George Chap- 
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IV THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 

man'' substituted, which in its turn has been scored through, 
for the purpose of making room for " Will. Shakspear."^ 
That it does not belong to Thomas Goff,* the author of 
the Raging Turk, is abundantly obvious — ^he was at the 
time it was licensed not more than nineteen years of age, 
and besides was totally incapable of producing anything 
of the kind : nor has Chapman, in our opinion, a better 
title to it. Many of the scenes are distinguished by a ten- 
derness and pathos which are not to be found in the pro- 
ductions of either of those Authors; but although it 
possesses merits of no ordinary kind, it cannot.be pi^e- 
tended that it approaches the character of the Dramas of 
Shakspeare, whose name indeed is written in a much more 
modem hand. The subordinate plot is founded upon the 
story of the Curious Impertinent in Don Quiaote, from 
which it differs very little, except in the catastrophe. Va- 
rious parts of the play have been struck out, some for 
the purpose of being omitted in the representation, and 
others which were probably considered dangerous or offen- 
sive to royalty, applEirently by Sir George Buc ; for example, 
in the second scene of the last act, the exclamation of the 
Tyrant, ** Your King's poisoned!" is altered to '^ I am 
poisoned ;'' the propriety of which reformation is mani- 
fest from the answer of Memphonius, viz. ''.The King of 
Heaven be praised for it!" In both cases the original text 
has been restored in the present publication. 

• Mr. [Robert] Goughe appears from the MS. to have acted the part of the 
Tyrant in this Play. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



The Usurping Tyrant. 
GoviANUs, Me deposed King. 
Anselmus, hif Brother. 
VoTARius, the friend o/AntelmuM. 
Helvetius, ^ 
Memphonius, V Nicies. 

SOPHONIRUS^ J 

Bellarius, the lover of Leonella. 



The Lady, the Daughter of Hehetius. 
The Wife of Votaeius. 
Leonella^ her Woman. 

NobieM, Soldiers, and Attendants. 
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THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

Mnier the new tmarping Tyrant; the Nobles of hit faction, Mem- 
PHONiDS, SoPHONiRDS, Helitetius, With othert, the right heir 
GoviANuSy deposed. 

Tyrant. Thvs high, my Lords, your powers and constant 
loves 
Have fix'd our glories like unmoved stars. 
That know not what it is to hiH or err. 
We're now the kingdom's love : and he, that was 
Flattered awhile so, stands before us now 
Readier for doom than dignity. 

V Gtm. So much 
Can the adulterate Mendsbip of mankind. 
False fortune's sistet, bring to pass in kings. 
And lay usurpers sunning in their glories, 
I^e adders in warm beams. 

B 
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2 THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 

Tjfr. There was but one 
In whom my heart took pleasure amongst women ; 
One in the whole creation^ and in her 
Yc"i dar'd to be my rival ! Was't not bold ? 
Now we are king she'll leave the lower path 
And find the way to us — ^Helvetius ! 
It is thy daughter^ happier than a king^ 
And fax above him^ for she kneels to tl^ee 
Whom we have kneel'd to ; richer in one smile 
That came from her^ than she in all thy blessings ; 
If thou be'st proud thou art to be forgiven, 
*Tis no deadly sin in thee ; while she lives. 
High lust is not more natural to youth 
Than that to thee ; be not afrud to die in't, 
Tis but the sign of joy ; there is no gladness. 
But has a pride it lives by, — that's the oil 
That feeds it into flames ; — ^Let her be sent for. 
And honorably attended, as beseems 
Her that we make our queen ; my Lord Memphonius, 
And Sophonirus, take into your care 
The royal business of my heart ; conduct her 
With a respect equal with that to us ; 
If more, it shall be pardon'd; so still err. 
You honour us, but ourself honours her. 

Memph. Strange fortune, does he make his queen of her f 

[eait Mempk, 

Soph. I have a mfe ; would she were so prefer'd ! 
I could be but her subject, so Fm now; 
I allow her her own friend to stop her mouth, 
And keep her quiet, quit him his table free. 
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THE SECOND BIAIDBN'S TAAOBDY. 3 

And the huge feeding of his great stone horse. 

On which he rides in pomp about the city. 

Only to speak to gallants in bay-windows ; 

Marry, his lodging he pays dearly for : 

He gets me all my children, there I save by't ; 

Beside I draw my life out, by the bargain. 

Some twelve years longer than the times appointed; 

When my young prodigal gallant kicks up's heels 

At one-and-thirty, and lies dead and rotten 

Some five-and-forty years before Pm coffinM : 

lis the right way to keep a woman honest. 

One Mend is baracado to a hundred. 

And keeps *em out, nay more, a husband's sure 

To have his children all of one num's getting. 

And he that performs best, can have no better . 

Fm e'en as happy then that save a labour, [emi SopkofUnu. 

Tyr. Thy honours with thy daughter's love shall rise, 
I shall read thy deserrings in her eyes. 

Heh. O may they be eternal books of pleasure, 
To show you all delight ! 

Gwi. The loss of her sits closer to my heart 
Than that of kingdom, or the whorish pomp 
Of this world's titles, that with flattery swells us. 
And makes us die like beasts hX for destruction. 
she's a woman, and her eye will stand 
Upon advancement, never weary yonder. 
But when she turns her head by chance, and sees 
The fortunes that are my companions. 
Shell snatch her eyes off, and repent the looking. 

Tyr, lis well advis'd ; we doom thee, Gorianus, 
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4 THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 

To banishment for ever from our kingdom. 

CfavL What could be worse to one whose heart is lock'd 
Up in another's bosom ? Banishment ! 
And why not death ? is that too easy for me i 

Tyr. But that the world would call our way to dignity 
A path of bloody it should be the first act in all our reign. 

GwL She's lost for ever; farewell, virtuous men. 
Too honest for your greatness ! now you're mightier 
Than when we knew the kingdom, your stile's heavier 
Than ponderous nobility, farewell ! 

3 Nobl How's that, sir? 

GwL Osir! is it you? 

I knew you one-and-twenty and a lord, 
When your destruction suck'd^ is't ceme from nurse yet ? 
You scorn to be a scholar, you were bom better. 
You have good lands, that's the best grounds of learning ,• 
If you can construe but your doctor's bill, 
Parse your wife's widting women, and decline your tenants 
'Till they're all beggars, with new fines and rackings; 
You're scholar good enough, for a lady's son 
Thaf 8 bom to living ; if you list to read. 
Ride but to th* dty and bestow your looks 
On the court library, the mercer's books, 
They'll quickly furnish you, do but entertain 
A tailor for your tutor, to expound . 
All the hard stuff to you, by what name and title 
Soever they be call'd. 

3 NobL I thank you, sir. 

Govt. Tis happy you have leamt so much manners 
Since you have so little wit ; Fare you well, sir ! 
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THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 5 

7>r. Let him be staid awhile ! 

4Nobl Stay! 

3 Nobl You must stay, sir. 

(riwi. He's not so honest sure to chan^i^ his nund. 
Revoke his doom ; hell has more hope on him. 

Tyr. We have not ended yet, the worst part's coming. 
Thy banishment were gentle were that all ; 
But to afflict thy soul before thou goest. 
Thou shalt behold the heav'n that thou must lose 
In her that must be mine. 
Then to be banish'd, then to be deprived. 
Shews the full torment we provide for thee. 

(rim. He's a right tyrant now, he will not bate me 
Til' affliction of my soul ; he'll have all parts 

Enter the Lady clad in black, with Attendant, 

Suffer together ; now I see my loss : 

I never shall recover't, my mind's beggar'd. 

Tyr, Whence rose that doud? can such a thing be seen 
In honour's glorious day, the sky so dear ? 
Why mourns the kingdom's mistress ? does she come 
To meet advancement in a funeral' garment ? 
Back ! \to the Attendants,'] she forgot herself, 'twas too 

much joy 
That bred this error, and we heartily pardon't. 
Go, bring her hither like an illustrious bride 
With her best beams about her, let her jewels 
Be worth ten dties, that beseems our mistress. 
And not a widow's case, a suit to weep in. 

Lady. 1 am not to be alter'd. 
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Tyr, How! 

Lady, I have a mind 
That must be shifted ere I cast off these. 
Or I shall wear strange colours; — ^'tis not titles. 
Nor all the bastard honours of this frame 
That I am taken with ; I come not hither 
To please the eye of glory, but of goodness. 
And that concem'dnot you, sir, you're for greatness ; 
I dare not deal with you, I have found my match. 
And I will never lose him. 

Gwi. If there be man 
Above a king in fortunes, read my story. 
And you shall find him there ; farewell, poor kingdom ! 
Take it to help thee, thou hs^t need on't now ; 
I see thee in distress, more miserable 
Than some thou lay'st taxations on, poor subjects ! 
Thou'rt all beset with storms, more overcast 
Than ever any man that brightness flatter'd. 
'Tis only wretchedness to be there vnth thee. 
And happiness to be here. 

Tyr, Sure some dream crowned me. 
If it were possible to be less than nothing, 
I wake the man you seek for, — ^there's the kingdom 
"^^thin yon valley fixt; while I stand here 
Kissing false hopes upon a frozen mountain' 
Without the confines. I am he that's banished. 
The king walks yonder chose by her affections. 
Which is the surer side, for when she goes 
Her eye removes the court 5 what is he here 
Can spare a look ? they're all employed on her. 
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THE SECOND 1CAIDEN*S TRAOBDT. 7 

Hdvetius ! — ^Thou art not worth the waldn^ neither, 

I lose bat time in thee, go, sleep a^^ain 

I^e an old man, thon can'st do nothing; 

Thou tak'st no pains at all to earn thine honours ; 

Which way shall we be able to pay thee 

To thy content, when we receive not ours ? 

The master of the work must needs decay 

When he wants means and sees his serrants play. 

Helv. [To his Daughter.'] Have I bestow'd so many bles- 
sings on thee. 
And do they all return to me in curses ? 
Is that the use I've for them ? be not to me 
A burden ten times heavier than my years ! 
Thou'dst wont to be kind to me and observe 
What I thought pleasing ; go, entreat the king ! 

Ladjf. I mUdo more for you, sir, you^re my fatheri 
111 kiss him too. [she kiaei Gotfiamu. 

Helv. How am I dealt withal f 

Ladp. Why, that's the usurper, sir, this is the king ; 
I happen'd righter than you thought I had ; 
And were all kingdoms of the earth his own. 
As sure as this is not, and this dear gentleman 
As poor as virtue, and almost as Mendless, 
I would not change this misery for that sceptre. 
Wherein I'd part with him ; sir, be cheerful, 
Us not the reeling fortune of great state. 
Or low condition, that I ca^t mine eye at. 
It is the man I seek, the rest I lose. 
As things unworthy to be k^t or noted; 
Fortunes are but the outsides of true worth. 
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8 THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 

It is the mind that sets his master forth. 

Tyr. Have there so many bodies been hewn down 
Like trees, in progress to cut out a way . 
That was more known for us and our affections. 
And is our gain so crossed ? There stands the first 
Of all her kind that e'er refused greatness ! 
A woman to set light by sovereignty ! 
What age can bring her forth, and hide that book ! 
Tis their desire most commonly to rule. 
More than their part comes to, sometimes their husbands. 

Helv. Tis in your poVr, my lord, to force her to you. 
And pluck her from his arms. 

Tyr. Thou talk'st unkindly; 
That had been done before thy thought begot it. 
If my affection could be so l^rd hearted. 
To stand upon such payment ; it must come 
Gently and kindly, like a debt of law. 
Or 'tis not worth receiving. [aside to Helvetius. 

Govt, Now, usurper ! 
I wish no happier freedom than the banishmenc 
That thou hast laid upon me. 

Tyr, O! he kills me 
At mine own weapon ; 'tis I that live in exile 
Should she forsake the land; Fllfain some cauiSe 
Far from the grief itself, to call it back. — [aside, 

[to^Goviamts, 
That doom of banishment was but lent to thee 
To make a trial of thy factious spirit. 
Which flames in thy desire ; thou would'st be gone : 
There is some combination betwixt thee 
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THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 9 

And foreign plots^ thou hast some powers tondse^ 
Which to prevent thy banishment we revoke. 
Confine thee to thy house nearest the court. 
And place a guard about thee. Lord Memphonius, 
See it effected. 

Mem, \^th best care, my Lord. 

dm. Confine me ? here's my liberty in mine arms, 
I wish no better to bring me content. 
Lovers' best freedom is imprisonment 

\exeunt Lady and Gamanmt. 

Tpr. Methinks the day e*en darkens at her absence, 
I stand as in a shade, when a great cloud 
Muffles the sun, whose beauties shine far off 
On tow'rs and mountains, but I keep the vallies, 
The place that is last serv'd. 

Helv, My Lord! [Tyrant and Hehetius cotwene apart. 

Tyr. Your reason, sir ? 

Helv. Your Grace is mild to all but your own bosom ; 
They should have both been sent to several prisons. 
And not committed to each other's arms ; 
There's a hot durance, hell ne'er wish more freedom. 

J^r. lis true, let 'em be both forc'd back ! [to the Officen. 
Stay ! we conunand you. 

Thou talk'st not like a statesman ; had my wrath 
Took hold of such extremity at first. 
They'd liv'd suspectful still, wam'd by their fears. 
When now, that liberty makes Uiem more secure, 
m take them at my pleasure ; it g^ves thee 
Freer access to play the father for us. 
And ply her to our will. 
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10 THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 

Nay^ more to vex his soul, give command straight 
They be divided into several rooms. 
Where he may only have a sight of her 
To his mind's torment^ but his arms and lips 
Lock'd up, Uke felons, from her. 

Heh, Now you win me, 
I like that cruelty passing well, my Lord. 

Tyr. Give order with all speed. 

Helv. Though I be old, 
I need no spur, my Lord, — ^Honour pricks me. 
I do beseech your majesty, look cheerful. 
You shall not want content, if it be lock'd 
In any blood of mine ; the Vcf^ your own. 
You shall command the wards. 

Tyr, SajT^s thou so, sir? 
I were imgrateful then, should I see thee 
Want power, that provides content for me. [eweunt. 

SCENE IL 

Enter L. Anselmus, the deposed King's Brother, with his Friend, 

VOTARIUS. 

FoL Pray, sir, confine your thoughts and excuse me, 
Methinks the deposMking, your brother's sorrow. 
Should find you business enough. 

Ans, How, Votarius! 
Sorrow for him ? weak ignorance talks not like thee. 
Why he was never happier. 

Fot, Pray prove that, sir. 

j4ni. He's lost the kingdom, but his mind's restor'd ; 
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Which is the larger empire ? pr'ytliee tell me. 

Dominions have their limits, the whole earth 

Is but a prisoner, nor the sea, her jsdlor. 

That with a silver hoop locks in her body ; 

They're fellow prisoners, though the sea looks bigger. 

Because it is in office — and pride swells him ; 

But the unbounded kingdom of the mind 

Is as unlimitable as heav'n, that glorious court of spirits. 

Sir, if thou lov'st me, turn thine eye to me. 

And look not after him that needs thee not : 

My brother's well attended, peace and pleasure 

Are never from his sight ; he has his unstress. 

She brought those servants and bestow'd them on him ; 

But who brings mine ? 

Vol Had you not bodi long since 
By a kind, worthy lady, your chaste wife ? 

Ant. Thaf s it that I take pains with thee to be sure <^. 
What true report can I send to my soul 
Of that I know not, — ^we must only think 
Our ladies are good people, and so live wiUi 'em : 
A fine security for them ; our own thoughts 
Make the best fools of us ; next to them our wives. 
But say she's all chaste, yet, is that her goodness? 
What labour is't for woman to keep constant, 
Thaf s never tried or tempted ? Where's her fight? 
The war's within her breast, her honest anger 
Against the impudence of flesh and hell : 
So let me know the lady of my rest. 
Or I shall never sleep well ; give not me 
The thing that is thought good, but what's approv'd so : 
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12 THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 

So wise men choose. — O what a lazy virtue 
Is chastity in a woman^ if no sin ' 
Should lay temptation to't ! — ^pr'ythee set to her. 
And bring my peace along with thee. 

Fot, You put to me 
A business that will do my words more shame 
Then ever they got honour among women. 
Lascivious courtings among sinful mistresses 
Come ever seasonable, please best — 
But let the boldest ruffian touch the ear 
Of modest ladies with adulterous sounds. 
Their very looks confound hiin, and force grace 
Into that cheek where impudence sets her seal ; 
That work is never undertook with courage. 
That makes his master blush. — ^However, sir ! 
What profit can return to you by knowing 
That which you do already, vnth more toil? 
Must a man needs, in having a rich diamond. 
Put it between a hammer and an anvil. 
And not believing the true worth and value. 
Break it in pieces to find out the goodness. 
And in the finding lose it ? good sir ! think on't. 
Nor does it taste of wit to try their strengths 
That are created sickly, nor of manhood. 
We ought not to put blocks in women's ways. 
For some too often fall upon plain ground. 
Let me dissuade you, sir ! 

Am. Have I a friend ? 
And has my love so little interest in him. 
That I must trust some stranger with my heart. 
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THE. SECOND MAIDBN*S TRAGEDY. 13 

And go to seek him out? 

P'ot. Nay, hark you, sir ! 
I am so jealous of your weaknesses. 
That rather than you should lie prostituted 
Before a stranger's triumph, I would venture 
A whole hour's shaming for you. 

i^«. Be worth thy word then. 

Enter Wife. 
Yonder she comes, — ^111 have an ear to you both; 
I love to have such things at the first hand, [aside and exit. 

yot, WL put him off with somewhat ; guile in this 
Falls in with honest dealing ; O who would move 
Adultery to yon face ! so rude a sin 
May not come near the meekness of her eye ; 
My client's cause looks so dishonestly, 
111 ne'er be seen to plead in't. \atide, 

ff^e. What, Votarius! 
^0/. Good morrow, virtuous madam. 
^A Was my Lord 
Seen lately here? 
f^ot. He's newly walk'd forth, lady. 
^y<?. How was he attended. 
f^ot. 'Faith I think with none, madam. 
ff^/e. That sorrow for the king his brother's fortune 
Prevails too much with him, and leads him strangely 
From company and delight. 

f^ot. How she's beguil'd in him ! 
There's no such natural touch, search all his bosom, [aside. 
That grief's too bold with him, indeed, sweet madam. 
And draws him from the pleasure of his time. 
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14 THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 

But 'tis a business of affection 

That must be done. — ^We owe a pity^ madam. 

To all men's misery, but especially. 

To those afflictions that clsdm kindred of us ; 

We're forc'd to feel 'em, all compassion else 

Is but a work of charity, this of nature. 

And ties our pity in a bond of blood. 

Wife, Yet there is a date set to all sorrows ; 
Nothing is everlasting in this world. 
Your counsel will prevail, persuade him, good sir. 
To fall into life's happiness agun. 
And leave the desolate path ; T want his company. 
He walks at midnight in thick shady woods. 
Where scarce the moon is starlight ; I have watch'd him 
In silent nights, when all the earth was drest 
Up like a virgin, in white innocent beams, — 
Stood in my window, cold and thinly clad, 
T' observe him through the bounty of the moon. 
That liberally bestow'd her graces on me, 
And when the morning dew began to fall. 
Then was my time to weep ; h'as lost his kindness. 
Forgot the way of wedlock^ and become 
A stranger to the joys and rites of love. 
He's not so good as a lord ought to be. 
Pray tell him so from me — sir. {exit Wife, 

Vot, That will I, madam. 
Now must I dress a strange dish for his honour. 

Am, Call you this courting ? life ! not one word near it. 
There was no syllable but was twelve score off. 
My fsdth, hot temptation ! woman's chastity. 
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THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAOEDT. 15 

In such a conflict, had great need of one 
To keep the bridge ; 'twas dangerous for the time. 
Why what fantastic fuths are in these days 
Made without substance ; whom ^ould a man trust 
In matters about love ? 
Vot, Mass! here he comes too. 

Enter Anselmus. 
Afu, How now, Votarius ! what's the news for us? 
Fat. You set me to a task, sir, that will find 
Ten ages work enough, and thenunfinishM. 
Bring sin before her ! why it stands more quaking. 
Than if a judge should frown on't ; three such fits 
Would shake it into goodness, and quite beggar 
The under kingdom. — ^Not the art of man. 
Woman, or Devil — 
Am. O, peace, man ! pr'ythee peace ! — 
Fot. Can make her fit for lust. 
Am. Yet, again, sir ? 
Where lives that mistress of tWne, Votarius, 
That taught thee to dissemble, Pd fain learn ; 
She makes good scholars. 
Fot. How, my lord! 

Am. Thou art the son of falsehood, pr'ythee leave me. 
How truly constant, charitable, and helpful ^ 

Is woman unto woman in affurs 
That touch affection and the peace of spirit ! 
But man to man how crooked and unkind ! 
I thank my jealousy I heard thee all. 
For I heard nothing : now thou'rt sure I did. 
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FoL Now, by this li^ht then, Wipe but off iMs score^ 
Since you're so bent, and if I ever run 
In debt a^un to falsehood and dissemblance, 
For want of better means, tear the remembrance of me 
From your best thoughts. 

Am, For thy tows' sake, I pardon thee. 
Thy oath is now sufficient watch itself 
Over thy actions ; I discharge my jealousy. 
I've no more use for't now ; to give thee way 
Fll have an absence made purposely for thee. 
And presently take horse. Fll leave behind me 
An opportunity, that shall fear no starting. 
Let but thy pains deserve it. 

Fot, I am bound to't. 

Ans. For a small time farewell, then ! hark thee ! 

[Anselmus whispers to him ; and eofit, 

Fot. O good sir I 
It will do wond'rous well ; — ^What a wild seed 
Suspicion sows in him, and takes small ground for't 1 
How happy were this lord if he would leave 
To tempt his fate, and be resolved he were so ! 
He would be but too rich : — 
Man has some enemy still that keeps him back 
In all his fortunes, and his mind is his. 
And that's a mighty adversary : I had rather 
Have twenty kings my enemies than that part, 
For let me be at war with earth and hell. 
So that be Mends with me. — ^I've sworn to make 
A trial of her faith, I must put on 
A' brazen face and do't ; 
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Enter Wife. 

Mine own will «liame me. 

fn/e. This is most strange of all ! how one distraction 
i^nds another ! 

f^ot What's the news, sweet madam ? 

^/e. He's took his horse^ but left his leave untaken. 
What ^ould I think on't, sir ? did ever lord 
Depart so rudely from his lady's presence 1 

f^ot. Did he forget your lip? 

^A. He forgot aU 
That nobleness remembers. 

f^ot. I'm asham'd of him. 
Let me help, madam, to repair his manners. 
And mend that unkind foult. 

^/e. Sir! pray forbear! 
You forget worse than he. 

f^ot. 80 virtue save me, 
I have enough already. [aside. 

^ATls himself 
Must make amends, good sir, for his own faults. 

f^oi, I would he'ddo't then, and ne'er trouble me in't; 

[aside. 
^ttt, madam, you perceive he takes the course 
To be far off from that, he's rode from tome ; 
"% his unkindness stays, and keeps with you j 
^^ who will please Ids wife, he rides his horse, 
Thafs all the care he takes. I pity you, madam, 
m've an unpleasing lord ; would 'twere not so, 
I should rejoice with you. 
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You're young, the very spring's upon you now. 

The roses on your cheeks are but new blown. 

Take you togefcheor, you're a pleasant garden. 

Where aU the sweetness of man's comfort breads. 

But what is it to be a work of beauty. 

And want the part ^lat should delight in you: 

You still retain your goodness in yourself. 

But then you lose your glory, which is all. 

The grace of every benefit b the use. 

And is't not pity you should want your grace ? 

Look you like one whose lord should walk in grove^ 

About the peace of midnight? Alas 1 Madam, 

'Tis tome wond'rous how you should sparjpbe day 

From amorous clips, much less the generaf season 

When all the world's a gamester. 

That face deserves a friend of heart and spirit. 

Discourse and motion, indeed such a one 

That should observe you, madam, without ceasing. 

And not a weary lord. 

fF{fe, Sure I wa"» married, sir. 
In a dear year of love;; when scarcity 
And famine* of affection vcK^d poor ladies. 
Which makes my heart so needy, it ne'er knew 
Plenty of comfort yet. 

Fot. Why, that's your folly. 
To keep your mind so miserably, madam : 
Change into better times. 111 lead you to 'em. 
What bounty shall your friend expect for this ? 
O you that can be hard to your own heart. 
How would you use your friends ? if J thought kindly. 
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IM be the man myself should serve your pleasure. 

fFjfe. How, sir I 

ydi. Nay, and ne'er miss you too. I'd not come sneaking 
Idke a retainer once a week or so. 
To show myself before you for my livery ; 
I'd follow business like a household servant. 
Cany my wori& before me and dispatch. 
Before my lord be up, and make no woids on't. 
The sign of a good servant. 

^i/e. lis not friendly done, sir. 
To take a lady at advantage thus ; 
Set all her wrongs before her, and then tempt her. 

FoL 1 growjfl^d myself! 'twas well she wak'd me 
Before the dead'sleep of adultery took me ; 
Twas stealing on me ; up, you honest thoughts. 
And keep watch for your master ! I must hence ; 
I do not like my health, 'tas a strange relish ; 
Pray heaVn I pluck'dmine eyes bade time enough. 
Ill never see her more : I pnds'd the garden. 
But little thought a bed of snakes lay lutT in't. 

[aside, atheii retiring. 

Wife. I know not how I am 1 I'll call my woman — 
Stayl for I fear thou'rt too far gone (dready. 

Fot, 111 see her but once more ; do thy worst, love! • 
Thou art too young, fond boy, to master me. \aiide. 

VoTARius returnt, 

I come to tell you, madam, and that plainly,^ 
111 see your face no more, take 't how you please. 
fFife, You will not offer violence to me, sir. 
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In my lord's absence ? what does that touch yon 
If I want comfort ? , 

FoL Will you take your answer? 

Wife, It is not honest in you to tempt woman. 
When her distresses take away her strength. 
How is she able to withsttmd her enemy? 

Vol I would fain leave your ^ight, an* I could possibly. 

W\fe. What is't to you, good sir, if I be pleased 
To weep myself away; and run thus violently 
Into the arms of death, and kiss destruction : 
Does this concern you now? 

Fot. Aye marry, does it. 
What serve these arms for, but to pluck you back? 
These lips but to prevent all other tasters 
And keep that cup of nectar for themselves ? 
Vm beguil'd again, forgive me, heaven ! 
My lips have been naught with her» 
I will be master once and whip the boy 
Home to his mother's lap, fare, fare thee well ! 

[eotit Votarius. 

Wtfe, Votarius! Sir! my friend! thank heaven, he's 
gone. 
And he shall never come so near again, 
I'll have my fmlty watch'd ever; henceforward 
111 no more trust it single i it betrays me 
Into the hands of folly. Where's my woman ? 

Enter Leonella. 
My trusty Leonella ! 
Leo. Call you, madam ? 
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Wife. Gall I? I want attendance, where are you ? 

Leo. Never far from you, madam. 

Wife. Pray be nearer. 
Or there is some that will, and thank you too. 
Nay, perhaps bribe you to be absent from me. 

Leo. How, madam \ 

Wife. Is that strange to a lady's woman. 
There are such things i'the world, many such buyers 
And sellers of a woman's name and honour, 
Though you be young in bribes, and nevej came 
To the flesh market yet — ^beshrew your heart 
For keeping so long from me ! 

Leo. What ail you, madam ? 

Wife. Somewhat commands me, and takes all the power 
Of myself from me. 

Leo. What should that be, lady ? 

Wife. When did you see Votarius ? 

Leo. Is that next ? 
Nay, then I have your ladyship in the wind. [aside. 

I saw him lately, madam. 

Wy^. Whom didst see? 

Leo. Votarius. 

Wife. What have I to do with hint 
More than another man? Say he be fur, 
And has parts proper both of mind and body, 
Vou pnuse him but in vain, in telling me so. 

Leo. Yes, madam ; are you prattling in your sleep ? 
Tie well my lord and you lie in two beds. [aside.. 

Wife. I was ne'er so ill, I thank you, Leonella, 
My negligent woman, here you show'd your service. 
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Leo, Hftye I power or means to stop & sluice 
At a hin^ water ? what would sVaye me do in't ? 

W\fe, I charge thee> while thou liv'st with me hencefor- 
ward. 
Use not an hour's absence from my sight. [emt Lad^. 

Leo, By my futh, madam, you shaU pardon me; 
I have a love of mine own to look to. 
And he must haye Ms breakfast. 

Enter Bellarius, tnuffied in his cloak, 

Bel, Leonella? 

Leo, Come forth, and show yourself a gentleman. 
Although most commonly they hide their heads. 
As you do there methinks ! And why a tafiety muffler? 
Show your face, man ! I'm not asham'd on you. 

Bel. I fear the seryants. 

Leo, And they fear their mistress, and ne'er think on you. 
Their thoughts are upon dinner, and great dishes. 
If one thing hap, impossible to fail too— 
(I can see so far in't) you shall walk boldly, sir. 
And openly in yiew through eyery room 
About the house, and let the proudest meet thee, 
I charge you give no way to 'em. 

Bel, How thou talk'st 1 

Leo, I can ayoid the fool, and giye you reason for't 

Bel, Tis more than I should do if I asked more on thee. 
I pi^ythee tell me how ? 

Leo. With ease, 'ifaith, sir. 
My lady's heart iswond'rous busy, sir! 
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About the entertainment of a friend too^ 
And she and I must bear with one another. 
Or we shall make but a mad house betwixt us. 

BeL Fm bold to throw my cloak off at this news. 
Which I ne'er durst before, and kiss thee freelier. 
What is he, sirrah? 

Leo. 'Futh, an indifferent fellow. 
With good long legs, — a near friend of my lord's. 

Bel. A near friend of my lady's, you would say ; 
His name, I pr'ytfaee ? 

Leo. One Votarius, sir. 

Bel What say'st thou ? 

Leo. He walks under the same title. 

Bel. The only enemy that my life can shew me. 

Leo. Your enemy } Let my spleen then alone with him. 
Stay you your anger ! Ill confound him for you. 

Bel. As how, I pr'ythee? 

Leo. m prevent his yenery ; 
He shall ne'er lie with my lady. 

Bel Troth, I thank you.— 
'life ! that's the way to save him ; art thou mad ? 
Whereas the other way he confounds himself 
And lies more naked to revenge and miscldef. 

Leo. Then let him lie with her, and the devil go with him. 
He shall have all my furtherance. 

Bel Why now you prya heartily and. speak to purpoae. 

{eaeunt. 
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ACT 11. SCENE I. 

Enter the Lady of Govianub with a Servant. 

Lady, Who is't would speak with us ? 

Serv, My lord, your father. 

Lady, Pray make haste^ he waits top long* 
Intreat him hither. In despight of all [exit Servant. 

The tyrant's cruelties, we have got that friendship 
E'en of the guard that he has placed about U8« 
My lord and I have free access together. 
As much as I would ask of liberty ; 
Theyll trust us largely now, and keep sometimes 
Three hours from us, a rare courtesy 
In julors' children ; some mild news I hope 
Comes with my father. 

^n/^HELVETIUS. 

No, his looks are sad; 
There is some further tyranny ; let it fall i 
Our constant sufferings shall amaze it all. [she kneels, 

Helv, Rise ! 
I will not bless thee, — thy obedience 
Is after custom, as most rich men pray. 
Whose saint is only fashion and vain glory ; 
So 'tis with thee in thy dissembled duty. 
There's no religion in't, no reverent love. 
Only for fashion, and the pndse of men. 

Lady, Why should you think so, sir? 
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/fe/r. Think? I know't and see't. 
Ill sooner give my blessing to a drunkard. 
Whom the ridiculous power of wine makes humble. 
As foolish use makes thee ; — base spirited girl. 
That can'stnot think above disgrace and beggary. 
When glory is set for thee and thy seed. 
Advancement for thy father, beside joy 
Able to make a latter spring in me. 
In tliis my fourscore summer, and renew me 
With a reversion yet of heat and youth I 
But the dejection of thy mind and spirit 
Makes me, thy father, guilty of a fault 
That draws thy birth in question, and e'en wrongs 
Thy mother in her ashes, being at peace 
With heav'n and man ; had not her life and virtues 
Been seals unto her faith, I should think thee now 
The work of some hir'd servant, some house tailor. 
And no one part of my endeavour in thee ; 
Had I neglected greatness ; or not rather 
Pursued almost to my eternal hazard, 
Thou'dst ne'er been a lord's daughter ! 

Lady. Had I been 
A shepherd's, Fd been happier and more peaceful. 

Helv. Thy very seed will curse thee in thy age. 
When they shdl hear the story of thy weakness. — 
How in thy youth, thy fortunes tender'd thee 
A kingdom for thy servant, which thou left'st 
Basely to serve thyself; what dost thou in this. 
But merely cozen thy posterity 
Of royalty and succession, and thyself 
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Of dignity present ? 

Ladjf, Sit, your king did well 
'Mongst all his nobles to pick out yourself 
And send you with these words : his politic grace 
Knew what he did, for well he might imagine 
None else should have been heard ; theyM had their answer 
Before the question had been half way through. 
But, dearest sir ! I owe to you a reverence, 
A debt which both begins and ends with life, ' 
Never till then discharg'd, 'tis so long lasting ; 
Yet, could you be more predous than a father. 
Which next a husband is the richest treasure 
Mortality can show us, you should pardon me 
And yet confess too that you found me kind. 
To hear your words, though I withstood your mind« 

Helv, Say you so> daughter? troth I thank you kindly, 
I am in hope to rise well by your means. 
Or you to nuse yourself; we're both beholding to youw 
Well, since I cannot win you, I commend you, — 
I pndse your constancy and pardy%«>you. 
Take Govianus to you, make th^-^ost of him, 
Rck out your husband there, so you'll but grant me 
One light request that follows. 

Lady. Heaven forbid else, sir ! 

Helv. Give me the choosing of your friend, that's alL 

Lady. How, sir? my friend? — alight request indeed ! 
Somewhat too light, sir, either for my wearing. 
Or your own gravity, an' you look on't well I 

Ileh. Pish ! talk like a woman, ^1, not like a fool ! 
Thou knowest the end of greatness, and hast wit 
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Above the flight of twenty feather'd mistresses. 
That glister in the sun of princes' foyours. 
Thoa hast discourse in thee, fit for a king's fellowship, 
A princely carriage, and astonishing presence. 
What should a husband do with all this goodness ? 
Alas ! one end on't is too much for him. 
Nor is it fit a subject should be master 
Of such a jewel ; 'tis in the King's power 
To take it for the forfeit,^^ut I come 
To bear thee gently to his bed of honours. 
All force forgotten. The king commends 1dm to thee 
^th more than the humUity of a servant. 
That since thou wilt not yield to behia queen. 
Be yet his mistress, he shall be content 
With that or nothing, he shall ask no more ; 
And with what eauness that is perform'd^ 
Most of you women know, having a husband; 
That kindness costs thee nothing, you've that in 
An over and above to your first bargain. 
And thaf 8 a brave advan^ge for a w<mian. 
If she be wise, as I suspect ^ot thee ; 
And having youth, and beauty, and a husband, 
Thou'st all the wish of woman. Take thy time dien— 
. Make thy best market. 

Lady, Can you assure me, sir. 
Whether my father spake this ? or some spirit 
Of evU wishing, that has for a time 
Hir'd his voice of him, to beguile me that way, 
^T^smning on his power and my obedience : 
I'd gladly know, that I mightf frame an answer 
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According to the speaker. 

Heh, How now, baggage ! 
Am I in question with thee ? does thy scorn cast 
So thick an ignorance before thine eyes^ 
That Pm forgotten too \ Who is't speaks to thee. 
But I thy father? 

Enter Govianus, discharging a pistol. 

Gavi. The more monstrous he ! [Hehetius falls. 

Art down but with the bare voice of my fury ? 
Up, ancient sinner ! thou'rt but mockM with death, 
I mbs'd thee purposely, thank this dear creature. 

had'st thou been anything beside her father, 
Fd made a fearful separation on thee ; 

1 would have sent thy soul to a darker prison 
Than any made of clay, and thy dead body 
As a token ta the lustful king, thy master. 

Art thou struck down so soon with the short sound 
Of this smdl earthly instrument, and do'st thou 
So little fear the eternal noise of hell ? 
What's she ? does she not bear thy daughter's name ? 
How stirs thy blood, sir? is there a dead feeling 
Of all things fatherly and honest in thee ? 
Say thou cou'dst be coi^tent for greatness' sake 
To end the last act of thy life in pandarism, 
Must it needs follow that unmanly sin 
Can work upon the weakness of no woman 
But her, whose name and honour natural love 
Bids thee preserve more charily than eye-sight. 
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Health, or thy senses i can promotion's thirst 
Make such a father ? turn a grave old lord 
To a white headed squire? make him so base 
To buy his honours with his daughter's soul. 
And the ]>erpetual shaming of his blood? 
Hast thou the leisure^ thou forgetful man. 
To think upon advancement at these years ? 
What would'st thou do with greatness ? dost thou hope 
To fray death with't ? or hast thou that conceit 
That honour will restore thy youth again? 
Thou art but mock'd, old fellow 1 'tis not so ; 
Thy hopes abuse thee, follow thine own business. 
And list not to the syren of the world. 
Alas ! thou had'st more need kneel at an altar. 
Than to a chair of state ; 
And search thy conscience for thy sins of youth ; 
That's work enough for age, it needs no greater. 
Thou'rt call'd within, thy very eyes look inward. 
To teach thy thoughts the way ; and thy affections 
But miserable notes that conscience sings. 
That cannot truly pray, for flattering kings. 
Heh. This was well searchM, indeed, and without favour- 
ing ; 
Blessing reward theet such a wound as mine 
Did need a pitiless surgeon — Smart on, soul 1 
Thoult feel the less hereafter : sir, I thank you, 
I ever saw myself in a false glass. 
Until this friendly hour. With what fair faces 
My sins would look on me ! but now truth shows 'em. 
How lothesome and how monstrous are their forms ! 
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Be you my king and master^ still ! henceforward 
My knee shall know no other earthly lord. 
Well may I spend this life to do you service^ 
That sets my soul in her eternal path ! 

Govt. Rise, rise, Helvetius ! 

Heh. Ill see both your hands 
Set to my pardon first. 

Govt, Mine shall bring her's. 

Lady. Now, sir, I honour you for your goodness chiefly. 
You're my most worthy father, you speak like him ; 
The first voice was not his 5 my joy and reverence 
Strive which should be most seen ; let our hands^ sir. 
Raise you from earth thus high, and may it prove 

[theif raise him up. 
The first ascent of your immortal rising. 
Never to fall again ! 

Helv. A spring of blessings 
Keep ever with thee, and the fruit thy lord's ! 

Govi. I have lost an enemy, and have found a father. 

[enpeunt. 

Enter Votarius, sadly. 
Fot. All's gone, there's nothing but the prodigal left, 
I have play'd away my soul at one short game. 
Where e'en the winner loses. 
Pursuing sin, how often did I shun thee ! 
How swift art thou a-foot, beyond man's goodness. 
Which has a lazypace \ so was I catch'd — 
A curse upon the cause; man in these days 
Is not content to have his lady honest. 
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And 80 rest pleas'd with her without more toil, 
fiat he must have hertryM forsooth, and tempted. 
And whea she proves a quean, then he lies quiet. 
Like one that has a watch of curious making. 
Thinking to be more cunning than the workman, 
Ne?er gives over tampering with the wheels. 
Till either spring be weakened, balance boVd, 
Or some wrong pin put in, and so spoils all ; 
How I could curse myself I most business else 
Delights in the dispatch, that's the best grace te% 
Only this work of blind repented lust 
Hangs shame and sadness on his master's cheek : 
Yet wise men take no warning. 

Enter Wife. 

Nor can I now : 
Her very sight strikes my repentance backward. 
It cannot stand agunst her. — Chamber thoughts 
And words that have sport in 'em, they're for ladies ! 

W^e. My best and dearest servant ! 

Fot, Worthiest mistress. 

Enter Leonella. 

Madam — 

Wife. Who's that? my woman — 
Proceed, sir — 

Leo. Not if you love your honour, madam, 
I came to give you warning my lord's conre — 

f^ot. How ! 
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Hy^. My lord? 

Leo, Alas ! poor vessels, how this tempest tosses 'em. 
They're driven both asunder in a twinkling. 
Down goes the sails here, and the main mast yonder. 
Here rides a bark with better fortune, yet, 
I fear no tossing, come what weather will, 
I have a trick to hold on water still. 

Fot. His very name shoots like a fever through me. 
Now hot, now cold : which cheek shall I turn toward him. 
For fear he should read guiltiness in my looks ? 
I would he would keep from hence like a wise man, 
Tis no place for him now ; I would not see him 
Of any friend alive ! it is not fit 
We two should come together, we have abus'd 
Each other mightily ; he us'd me ill, 
T' employ me thus, and I have us'd him worse ; 
Fm too much even with him ; — 

Enter Anselmus. 

Yonder's a sight of him. 

Wife, My lov'd and honoured lord — Most welcome, sir. 

Leo. Oh there*s a kiss — ^methinks my lord might taste 
Dissimulation rank in't, if he had wit. 
He takes but of the breath of his friend's life, 
A second kiss is hers, but that she keeps 
For her first friend, we women have no cunning. 

Wife, You parted strangely from me. 

Ans, That* 8 forgotten ! 
Votarius — I make speed to be in thine arms. 
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Vat. You never come too soon, sir. 

Ans. How goes business? 

Vot, Pray, think upon some other subject, sir. 
What news at court ? 

Am. Pish ! Ans^ver me. 

Vot. Alas, sir, would you have me work by wonders. 
To strike fire out of ye ? y'are a strange lord, sir : 
Pat me to possible things, and find 'em fiaish'd 
At your return to me; I can say no more. 

Ant. I see by this thou didst not try her throughly. 

Vot. How, sir, not throughly ! by this light, he lives not 
That could make trial of a woman better. 

Ant. I fear thou wast too slack. 

Vot. Good faith, you wrong me, sir. 
She never found it so. 

Ant. Then I've a jewel. 
And nothing shall be thought too precious for her. 
I may advance my forehead and boast purely : 
Metbinks I see her worth with clear eyes now. 
0, when a man's opinion is at peace, 
Tis a fine life to marry I no state's like it. 
My worthy lady, freely I confess 
To thy wrong'd heart, my passion had alate 
Pat radeness on me, which I now put off: 
1 yr^ no more seem so unfashionable 
For pleasure, and the chamber of a lady. 

Wtfe. I'm glad you're chang'd so well, sir. 

[eweufU Wife and Antelmut. 
Vot. Thank himself for't. 

l^eo. This comes like physic when the party's dead. 
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Flows kindness now, when 'tis so ill deserved ? 
This is the fortune still : well, for this trick 
Pll save my husband and his fnend a labour : 
PU never marry as long as I am honest. 
For, commonly, queans have the kindest husbands. 

{^ewit Leonella ; manet Votariui, 
Vot, I do not like his company now, 'tis irksome. 
His eye offends me ; methinks it is not kindly. 
We two should live together in one house 5 
And 'tis impossible to remove me hence : 
I must not give way first, she is my mistress^ 
And that's a degree kinder than a wife ; 
Women are always better to their friends. 
Than to their husbands, and more true to them $ 
Then let the worst give place, whom she's least need on. 
He that can best be spar'd, and that's her husband. 
I do not like his overboldness with her ; 
He's too familiar with the face I love . 
I fear the sickness of affection ; 
I feel a grudging on't : I shall grow jealous 
E'en of that pleasure which she has by law . 
I shall go^so near with her; — 

Enter ^ELLAKWSt pasting over the Stage. 

Ha! what's he! 
'TIS Bellarius, my rank enemy ; 

Mine eye snatch'd so much sight of him. Wliat's his busi- 
ness? 
His face half darken'd ; stealing through the house. 
With a whoremaster's pace — I like it not : * 
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This lady will be serv'd like a great woman, 

^th more attendants, I perceive, than one ; 

She has her shift of friends. My enemy one ! 

Do we both shun each other's company 

In all assemblies public, at all meetings. 

And drink to one another in one mistress ? 

My very thought's my poison; 'tis high time 

To seek for help. — ^Where is our head physician, 

A doctor of my making, and that lecher's } 

0, woman ! when thou once leav'st to be good. 

Thou car'st not who stands next thee ; every sin 

Is a companion for thee ; for thy once crack'd honesty 

Is like the breaking of whole money. 

It never comes to good, but wastes away« 

Enter Anselmus. 

Ant, Votarius! 

Vot. Ha! 

Ant. We miss'd you, sir, within. 

Vot, I miss'd you more without^would, you had come 
sooner, sir ! 

Am. Why, what's the business? 

Vot. You should have seen a fellow, 
A common bawdy house ferret, one fiellarius. 
Steal through this room ; his whorish barren face 
Tlpee quarters muffled, he is somewhere hid 
About the house, sir. 

Ant. WMch way took the villain. 
That marriage felon } one that robs the mind 
Twenty times worse than any highway striker ; 
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Speak, which way took he? 

Vol Marry, my lord, I think, — 
Let me see, which way wast now ? up yon stairs — 

Ant, The way to chamb'ring; did not I say still 
All thy temptations were too funt and lazy; 
Thou didst not play 'em home. 

Vol To tell you true, sir, 
I found her yielding, 'ere I left her last. 
And wav'ring in her faith. 

Ans, Did not I think so ? 

Vot. That makes me suspect him. 

Ans, Why, partial man, 
Couldst thou hide this from me, so dearly sought for. 
And rather waste thy pity upon her? 
Thou'rt not so kind as my heart pndsM thee to me. Hark 1 

Vol Tls his footing, certain. 

^iM. Are you chambered? 
m fetch you from aloft. [ewit Anselmus, 

Vol He takes my work. 
And toils to bring me ease : this use I'll make of him; 
His care shall watch to keep all strange thieyes out. 
Whilst I familiarly go in and rob him. 
Like one that knows the house. 
But how has rashness and my jealousy us'd me ! 
Out of my vengeance to mine enemy, 
Confest her yielding : I have lock'd myself 
From mine own liberty with that key ; revenge 
Does no man good, but to his greater harm; 
Suspect and malice, like a mingled cup. 
Made me soon drunk ; I knew not what I spoke. 
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And that may get me pardon. 

£faer Anselmus ; a Dagger in his hand, with Leonblla. 

Leo. Why, my lord ! 

Ant. Confess, thou mystical pandaress — ^run, Votarius, 
To the back gate, the guilty slave leaped out, 
And'scapM me so; this strumpet lock'd him up 
In her own chamber. [emit Votarhu, 

Leo, Hold, my lord ! — I might — 
He is my husband, sir 1 

Am, O soul of cunning ! 
Came that arch subtilty from thy lady's counsel. 
Or thine own sudden craft? confess to me. 
How oft thou hast been a bawd to their close actions, 
Or all thy light goes out ? 

Leo, My lord ! beliere me^ 
In truth, I love a man too well myself 
To bring him to my mistress. 

Ant. Leave thy sporting ! 
Or my next offer makes thy heart weep blood. 

Leo, O spare that strength, my lord, and I'll reveal 
A secret that concerns you, for this does not 

Ant. Back! back my fury, then! 
It shall not touch thy breast ; speak freely, what is't ? 

Leo, Votarius and my lady are folse gamesters. 
They use foul play, my lord. 

Ant, Thoulyest 

Leo. Reward me then for all together ; if it prove not so, 
FU never bestow time to ask your pity. 

Ant, Votarius and thy lady ? 'twill ask days 
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'Ere it be settled in belief ; — so, rise ! 

Go, get thee to thy chamber ! [eait, 

Leo, A pox on you! 
You hindered me of better business— *thank you. 
He's fray'd a secret from me ; would he were whipt ! 
'Faith, from a woman a thing's quickly slipt. [eait 

SCENE II. 

Enter the Tyrant with Sophonirus, Memphonius, and other 
Nobles. 

A Flourish. 

Tyr, My joys have all false parts, there's nothing true to 
me. 
That's either kind or pleasant. Vm hardly dealt withal ; 
I must not miss her, I want her sight too l6ng. 
Where's this old fellow ? 

Soph. Here's one, my lord, of threescore and seventeen. 

Tyr. Pish ! that old limber ass puts in his head still : — 
Helvetius ! where is he? 

Mem. Not yet retum'd, my lord. 

Enter Helvetius. 

Tpr. Your lordship lies ; 
Here comes the kingdom's father — ^who amongst you 
Dares say, this worthy man has not made speed ? 
I would Mn hear that fellow. 

Soph. I'll not be he ; 
I like the standing of my head too well 
To have it mended. 

Tpr. Thy sight quickens me. 



y Google 



THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 39 

I find a better health when thou art present^ 
Than all times else can bring me :— is the answer 
As pleasing as thyself? 

Neh, Of what, my lord ? 

Tyr. Of what? fye now ! he did not say so, did he? 

Soph. O, no, my lord, not he, he spoke no such word. 
rU say as he would have't, for Pd be loath 
To have my body used like butchers' meat 

7^r. When comes she to our bed? 

Heh. Who, my lord? 

7^r. Hark ! Yon heard that plain amongst you? 

Soph, O, my lord, as plain as my wife's tongue. 
That drowns a sauce bell. 
Let me alone to lay about for honour, 
Pll shift for one. 

7^r. When comes the lady, sir, 
That Govianus keeps? 

Heh, Why, that's my daughter 1 

Tpr, Oh ! is it so ! Have you unlocked your memory ? 
What says she to us ? 

Heh. Nothing! 

Tjfr. How thoutempfstus ! 
What didst thoti say to her, being sent from us ? 

Heh. More than was honest, yet it was but little. 

Tjfr. How cruelly thou work'st upon our patience. 
Saving advantage, 'cause thou art her father ! 
But be not bold too far, if duties leave thee. 
Respect will fall from us. 

Heh. Have I kept life 
So long till it looks white upon my head ; 
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Been threescore years a courtier ; and a flatterer 
Not above threescore hours^ which time's repented 
Amongst my greatest follies ; and am I at these days 
Fit for no place, but bawd to mine own flesh ? 
You'll prefer all your old courtiers to good services. 
If your lust keep but hot some twenty winters. 
We are like to have a virtuous world of wives. 
Daughters and sisters, besides kinswomen 
And cousin germans remov'd up and down. 
Where'er you please to have 'em ! Are white hairs 
A colour fit for pandars and flesh brokers. 
Which are the honour'd ornaments of age. 
To which e'en kings owe reverence, as they're men. 
And greater in their goodness, than their greatness? 
And must I take my pay all in base money ? 
I was a lord bom ; set by all court grace ! 
And am I thrust now to a squire's place i 

Tyr, How comes the moon to change so in this manner, 
That was in full, but now, of all performance, 
And swifter than our wishes ; I beshrew that virtue 
That busied herself with him, she might have found 
Some other work ; the man was fit for me. 
Before she spoil'd him : — She has wrong'd my heart in't. 
And marr'd me a good workman. — Now his art fails him. 
What makes the man at court ? This is no place 
For fellows of no parts ; he lives not here 
That p;its himself from action when we need him. 
I take off all thy honours, and bestow 'em 
On any of this rank that will deserve 'em. 

Soph, My lord, that's I : trouble your grace no further ! 
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111 undertake to bring her to^our bed. 
With, some ten words ; marry, they're special charms — 
No lady can withstand 'em ; a witch taught me 'em. 
' If you doubt me, I'll leave my wife in pawn 
For my true loyalty, and your majesty 
May pass away the time till I return. 
I have a care in idl things. 

Tpr, That may thrive best. 
Which the least hope looks after ; but, however. 
Force shall help nature ; PU be so sure now 
Thy willingness may be fortunate — we employ thee. 

Soph. Then I'll go fetch my wife, and take my journey. 

Tyr. Stay ! we require no pledge, we think thee honest. 

Soph. Troth, the worse luck for me ; we had both been 
made b/t ; 
It was the way to make my wife great too. 

Tyr. [io Helvetius.'} Til teach thee to be wide and strange 
to me — 
I'll not leave thee 

A title to put on, but the bare name 
That man must call thee by, and know thee miserable. 

Heh. Tia miserable, king, to be of thy making. 
And leave a better workman ; if thy honours 
Only keep Hfe in baseness, take 'em to thee. 
And give them to the hungry ; there's one gapes. 

Soph. One that will swallow you, sir, for that jest. 
And all your titles after. 

Heh. The devil follow them. 
There's room enough for him too — ^Leave me, thou king. 
As poor as Truth, the mistress I now serve. 
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And never will forsake her for her plainness. 
That shall not alter me. 

Tyr, No I — Our guard within there ! 

Enter Guard. 

Guard. My lord ! 

Tyr, Bear that old fellow to our castle, prisoner ; 
Give charge he be kept close. 

Helv. Close prisoner ! 
Why, my heart thanks thee ; I shall have more time 
And liberty to virtue in one hour. 
Than all those threescore years I was a courtier. 
So, by imprisonment I sustain great loss ; 
Heav'n opens to that man the world keeps close. 

[eofit, with Guard. 

Soph. But ril not go to prison to try that. 
Give me the open world, there's a good air. 

Tyr. I would fain send death after him, but I dare not ; 
He knows I dare not ; that would give just cause 
Of her imkindness everlasting to me. 
His life may thank his daughter : — Sophonirus ! 
Here, take this jewel, bear it as a token 
To our heart's saint, 'twill do thy words no harm ; 
Speech may do much, but wealth's a greater charm 
Than any made of words ; and, to be sure. 
If one or both should fail, I provide farther . 
Call forth those resolute fellows, whom our clemency 
Sav'd from a death of shame in time of war 
For field offences, give them charge from us 
They arm themselves with speed, beset the house 
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Of Govianiis round ; that if thoa fail'st. 
Or stay'st beyond the time thou leav'st with them. 
They may with violence break in themselves. 
And seize her for our use. 

[eaeunt ; — manet Saphomrus. 
Soph, They're not bo savage. 
To seize her for their own, I hope. 
As there are many knaves will begin first. 
And bring their lords the bottom ; I have been serv'd so 
A hundred times myself, by a scurvy page 
That I kept once, but my wife lov'd him. 
And I could not help it. [emt> 



ACT m* SCENE I. 

Enter Govianus, toUh his Lady and a Servant. 
A FlowrUh. 

Govi, What is he ? 

Serv, An old lord come from the court. 

Giwi, He should be wise by's ye^rs $ he will not dare 
To come about such business, 'tis not man's work. 
Art sure he desir'd to speak with thy lady. 

Serv. Sure, sir. 

GwL 'Futh, thou'rt mistook, 'tis with me certain. 
Let* s do the man no wrongs go, know it truly, sir ! 
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Serv. Ttiis is a strange humour, we must know things 
twice. [eant. 

Gov. There's no man is so dull, but he will weigh 
The work he undertakes, and set about it 
E'en in the best sobriety of his judgment. 
With all his senses watchful ; then his guilt 
Does equal his for whom 'tis undertaken. 

Enter Sertant. 

What says he now? 

Serv. E'en as he said at first, sir. 
He's business with my lady from the king. 

Govt. Still from the king ; he will not come near, will he ? 

Serv. Yes, when he knows he shall, sir. 

Gwi. I cannot think it. 
Let him be tried ! 

Serv. Small trial will serve him, I warrant you, sir. 

Govt. Sure honesty has left man i has fear forsook him } 
Yes, faith, there is no fear, where there's no grace. 

Lady. What way shall I devise to giv'm his answer ? 
Denial is not strong enough to serve, sir. 

Govt. No, 'tmust have other helps. — 

/' ' . . 

Enter Sophonirus. 

I see he dares ! 
O patience, I shall lose a friend of thee ! 

Soph. I bring thee, precious lady^ this dear stone. 
And conmiendationB from the king my master. 
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Govt. I set before tbee, panderous lord, this steel. 
And much good do't thy heart ; fall to, and spare not ! 

[he itabi Sophonirui. 
Lady. 'Las ! what have you done, my lord ? 
Govt. Why, sent a bawd 
Home to his lodging ; nothing else, sweet heart. 

Soph. Well ! you have kill'd me, sir, and there's an end : 
But youll get nothing by the hand, my lord. 
When all your cards are counted ; there be gamesters ' 
Not fer of, will set upon the winner. 
And make a poor lord of you, ere th've left you. 
Fm fetch'd in like a fool to pay the reckoning. 
Yet youTl save nothing by*t. 
Govt. What riddle's this ? 

Soph. There she stands by thee now, who yet ere mid- 
night 
Must He by the king's side ! 
Govt. Who speaks that lie ? 

S<^h. One hour will make it true, she cannot 'scape 
No more than I from death, youVe a great game on't 
An* you look well about you, that's my comfort ; 
"Hie house is round beset with armed men, 
That know their time, when to break in and seize her. 
Lady. My lord ! 

Govt. Tis boldly done to trouble me. 
When Fve such business to dispatch : — ^within there I 

JSnier Servant. 

Serv. My Lord ! 

Govt. Look out, and tell me what thou see'st ! 
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Soph, How quickly now my death will be reveng'd ! 
Before the king's first sleep— I depart laughing 
To think upon the deed. 

Govt, "lis thy banquet ; 
Down, villain, to thy everlasting weeping. 
That canst rejoice so in the rape of virtue. 
And sing light tunes in tempests, when near shipwrecked. 
And have no plank to save us ! — 

Enter Servant. 

Now, sir— quickly. 

Serv. Which way so'er I cast mine eye, my lord. 
Out of all parts o' th' house, I may see fellows. 
Gathered in companies, and all whispering. 
Like men for treachery busy. 

Lady, Tis conftrm'd. 

Serv, Their eyes still fix*d upon the doors and windows. 

Govt, I think thou'st never done, thou lov'st to talk onX 
'Tis fine discourse, ppythee find other business. 

Serv, Nay, I am gone, I'm a man quickly sneap'd. \ewit. 

Govt, He's flatter'd me with safety for this hour. 

Lady, Have you leisure to stand idle ? why, my lord. 
It is for me they come. 

Govt, For thee, my glory ! 
The riches of my youth, it is for thee ! 

Lady. Then is your care so cold ? will you be robb'd 
And have such warning of the thieves? Come on, sir ! 
Fall to your business, lay your hands about you : 
Do not think scorn to work ; a resolute ciq;»tain 
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WiU rather fling the treasure of his bark 

Into whales' throats, than pirates should be gorg'd with't. 

Be not less man than he ; thou art master yet. 

And all's at thy disposing ; take thy time. 

Prevent mine enemy, away with me. 

Let me no more be seen : Vm like that treasure. 

Dangerous to him that keeps it ; rid thy hands on't ! 

Govt. I cannot lose thee so. 

Lady, Shall I be taken. 
And lost the cruellest way? then would'st thou curse 
That love that sent forth pity to my life ! 
Too late thou wouldst ! 

GovL Oh, this extremity I 
Hast thou no way to 'scape them, but in soul i 
Must I meet peace in thy destruction. 
Or will it ne'er come at me ? 
lis a most miserable way to get it ! 
I had rather be content to live without it. 
Than pay so dear for't, and yet lose it too. 

Lady. Sir, you do nothing, there's no valour in you 1 
You're the worst friend to a lady in afiUction 
That ever love made his companion : 
For honor's sake dispatch me ! thy own thoughts 
Should stir thee to this act, more than my weakness. 
The sufferer should not do 't, I speak thy part. 
Dull and forgetful man, and all to help thee ! 
Is it thy mind to have me seized upon 
And borne with violence to the tyrant's bed ? 
There forc'd unto the lust of all his days. 

Govt. Oli^ no, thou lir'st no longer, now I think on't : 
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I take thee at all hazard. 

Lady, O stay, hold, sir ! 

Govt, Lady, what had you made me done now? 
You never cease 'till you prepare me cruel 'gainst my hearty 
And then you turn't upon my hand and mock me. 

Ijudy, Cowardly flesh 1 
Thou shpw*8t thy funtness still, I felt thee shake 
E'en when the storm came near thee ; thou'rt the same : 
But 'twas not for thy fear I put death by ; 
I had forgot a chief and worthy business. 
Whose strange neglect — ^would have made me forgotten. 
I will be ready straight, sir. [$he kneels in prayer. 

Govt, O poor lady! 
Why might not she expire now in that prayer, 
Since she must die, and never try worse ways ; 
^is not 80 happy, for we often see 
Condemned men sick to death, yet 'tis their fortune 
To recover to their execution. 
And rise agun in health to set in shame. 
What, if I steal a death unseen of her now. 
And close up all my miseries, with mine eyes ! Oh, fy. 
And leave her here alone ! that were unmanly. 

Lady, My lord, be now as sudden as you please, sir ! 
I am ready for your hand. 

Govt, But that's not ready. 
*Tls the hardest work fhat ever man was put to, 
I know not which way to begin to come to't 
Believe me, I shall never kill^hee well : 
I shall but shame myself, it were but folly. 
Dear soul, to boast of more than I can perform ; 
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I shall not have the power to do thee right in't : 
Thou desery'st death vnth. speed, a quick dispatch. 
Hie pain but of a twinkling, and so sleep ; 
If I do't, I shall make thee live too long. 
And 80 spoil all that way ; I pr'ythee excuse me. 

Lady, I should not be disturbed an* you did well, sir : 
I have prepar'd myself for rest and silence. 
And took my leave of words ; I am like one 
Removing from her house, that locks up all; 
And rather than she would displace her goods. 
Makes shift with any thing for the time she stays ; 
Then look not for more speech, th' extremity speaks 
Enough to serve us both, had we no tongues. — 

[knocking' within. 
Hark! 

fFithin, Lord Sophonirus ! 

Govi. Which hand shall I take ? 

Lady. Art thou yet ignorant ? There is no way 
But through my bosom. 

Govi, Must I lose thee then ? 

Lady, They're but thine enemies that tell thee so. 
His lust may part me from thee, but death never ; 
Thou can'st not lose me then, for, dying thine. 
Thou dost enjoy me still, — ^kings cannot rob thee. 

[knocking, 

fFithin, Do you hear, my lord ? 

Jjady. Is it yet time, or no ? 
Honour remember thee ! 

Gotfi, I must— come! prepare thyself! — 
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Lady. Never more dearly welcome. — 

[He runs at her, and falls by the way in a mfoon, 
Alas, Sir I 

My lord, my love ! — O thou poor spirited man ! 
He's gone before me ; did I trust to thee. 
And hast thou served me so ? left all the work 
Upon my hand, and stole away so smoothly ? 
There was not equal suffering shown in this. 
And yet I cannot blame thee ; every man 
Would seek his rest ; eternal peace sleep with thee ! 

[She takes up the sword of Gwianus. 
Thou art my servant now ; come ! thou hast lost 
A fearful master, but art now prefer'd 
Unto the service of a resolute lady. 
One that knows how to employ thee, and scorns death 
As much as some men fear it. Where's hell's ministers. 
The tyrant's watch and guard ? 'tis of much worth. 
When with this key the prisoner can slip forth. — 

[hills herself; — knocking'. 

Govi. How now! What noise is this? I heard doors 
beaten. [a great knocking again. 

Where are my servants ? let men knock so loud 
Their master cannot sleep ! 

fTithin. The time's expir*d - 
And we'll break in, my lord ! 

Govi. Ha ! where's my sword ? 
I had forgot my business. — O, 'tis done. 
And never was beholding to my hand ! 
Was I so hard to thee ? so respectless of thee. 
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To put all this to thee? why, it was more 

Than I was able to perform myself, 

Wth all the courage that I could take to me ; 

It tir'd me ; I was fain to fEdl and rest j 

And hastthouy valiant woman, overcome 

Thy honour's enemies with thine own white hand. 

Where virgin-victory sits, all without help? 

Eternal praise go with thee ! — Spare not now. 

Make all the haste you can — Pll plant this bawd 

Against the door, the fittest place for him ; 

That when with imgovem'd weapons they rush in. 

Blinded with fiiry, they may take his death 

Into the purple number of their deeds. 

And wipe it off from mine ; — [^knocking^ within. 

How now, forbear. 
My lord's at hand 1 

FFithin. My lord and ten lords more — 
I hope the king's officers are above them all. 

Enter the Fellows, well weaponed. 
Gatfi, 'Life I what do you do, take heed !— bless the old 
man! — 
My lord All-ass, my lord, he's gone ! 
. Ut Officer. Farewell he then. 
We have no eyes to pierce thorough inch boards. 
Twas his own folly ; the king must be servM, 
And shall ; the best is, we shall ne'er be hang'd for't. 
There's such a number guilty. 

Gotfi, Poor my lord ! 
He went some twice embassador, and behav'd himself 
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So wittily in all his actions. 

2nd Officer. My lord ! what's she ? 

GwL Let me see ! 
What should she be? Now I remember her, — 
O, she was a worthy creature. 
Before destruction ^rew so inward with her ! 

\9t Officer, Well, for her worthiness, that's no woric of 
ours; 
You have a lady, sir, the king commands her 
To court with speed, and we must force her thither. 

Gwi. Alas ! she*ll never strive with you, she was bom 
E'en with the spirit of meekness ; is*t for the king ? 

\9t Officer. For his own royal and most gracious lust« 
Or let me ne'er be trusted. 

Gwu Take her then I 

2nd Officer, Spoke like an honest subject, by my troth ! 
I'd do the like myself to serve my prince. 
Where is she, sir? 

Gwi. Look but upon yon face. 
Then do but tell me where you think she is ? 

2nd Officer. She's not here. 

Gwi, She's yonder. 

\9t Officer, 'Fwth, she's gone 
Where we shall ne'er come at her, I see that. 

Govt. No, nor thy master, neither ; now I praise 
Her resolution, 'tis a triumph to me, 
When I see those about her. 

2nd Officer. How came this, sir ? 
The king must know. 

Gwx. From yon old feUow^s prattling 
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All your intents ; he reveal'd largely to her. 
And she was troubled with a foolish pride. 
To stand upon her honour, and so dy'd. 

1st Officer, We have done the king good service to kill 
him. 
More than we were aware of; but this news 
Wai make a mad court : 'twill be a hard office 
To be a flatterer now, his grace will run 
Into so many moods, there'll be no finding of him : 
As good seek a wild hare without a hound now. 
A vengeance of your babbling, these old fellows 
WU hearken after secrets as their lives. 
But keep 'em in e'en as they keep their wives. 

Fellows. We have watch'd fairly. 

[eipeunt — manet Govianus, 

Govt, What a comfort 'tis 
To see 'em gone without her ; 'faith, she told me 
Her everlasting sleep would bring me joy. 
Yet I was still unwilling to believe her. 
Her life was so sweet to me, like some man 
In time of sickness, that would rather wish 
(To please his fearful flesh,) his former health 
Restor'd to him than death, when after trial. 
If it were possible, ten thousand worlds 
Gould not entice him to return again. 
And walk upon the earth from whence he flew : 
So stood my wish, joy'd in her life and breath. 
Now gone, there is no heaVn but after death. 
Come, thou delidous treasure of mankind. 
To him that knows what virtuous woman is. 
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And can discreetly love her ! the whole world 

Yields not a jewel like her, ransack rocks 

And caves beneath the deep : O thou fair springs 

Of honest and religious desires,. 

Fountain of weeping honour, I will kiss thee 

After death's marble lip ! thouVt cold enough 

To lie entomb'd now by my father's side. 

Without offence in kindred ; there I'll place thee 

With one I lov'd the dearest next to thee ; 

Help me to mourn, all that love chastity. [eaHt. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Votarius, with Anselmus's Ladp. 

Fot. Pray, forgive me, madam ; come, thou shalt ! 

Wife, I'faith 'twas strangely done, sir. 

Fot. I confess it. 

fFife. Is that enough to help it, sir ? ^tis easy 
To draw a lady's honour in suspicion. 
But not so soon recover'd and confirm'd 
To the first faith agsdn from whence you brought it : 
Your wit was fetch'd out about other business. 
Or such forgetfulness had never seiz'd you. 

Fot. Twas but an overflowing, a spring tide 
In my affection, rais'd by too much love. 
And that's the worst words you can give it, madam. 

Wife. Jealous of me ? 
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f^ot. You'd Ve sworn yourself, madam. 
Had you been in my body, and chang'd cases. 
To see a fellow with a guilty pace. 
Glide through the room, his face three-quarters nighted. 
As if a deed of darkness had hung on him. 

fFife. I tell you twice, 'twas my bold woman's friend : 
Hell take her impudence. 

Fot, Why, I have done, madam. 

Wife, You've done too late, sir, who shall do the rest 
now? 
Confest me yielding ! was thy way too free ? 
Why, didst thou long to be restrained ? pray speak, sir ! 

Fot. A man cannot cozen you of the sin of weakness. 
Or borrow it of a woman for one hour. 
But how he's wonder'd at ! when search your lives. 
We shall ne'er find it from you ; we can suffer you 
To play away your days in idleness. 
And hide your imperfections with our loves. 
Or the most part of you would appear strange creatures ; 
And now tis but our chance to make an offer. 
And snatch at folly running ; yet to see. 
How earnest you're against us, as if we'd robb'd you 
Of the best gift your natural mother left you. 

Wife. 'TIS worth a kiss, i'£uth, and thou shalt haVt, 
Were there not one more left for my lord's supper : 
And now, sir, I've bethought myself. 

Fot. That's happy! 

Wife. You say we're weak, but the best wits of you all 
Are glad of our advice, for ought I see. 
And hardly thrive without us. 
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Fot, ril say so too, 
To give you encouragement, and advance your virtues. 
*Tis not good always to keep down a woman. 

fFife, Well, sir, since you've begun to make my lord 
A doubtful man of me, keep on that course. 
And ply his faith still with that poor belief 
That Pm inclining unto wantonness ; 
Take b^ed you pass no further now. 

Fot, Why, do'st think 
I'll be twice mad together in one moon ? 
That were too much for any freeman's son. 
After his father's funeral. 

fftfe. Well then thus, sir. 
Upholding still the same, as being embolden'd 
By some loose glance of mine, you shall attempt. 
After you've plac'd my lord in some near closet. 
To thrust yourself into my chamber rudely. 
As if the game went forward to your thinking. 
Then leave the rest to me : I'll so reward thee 
With bitterness of words, but, pr'ythee, pardon me. 
My lord shall swear me into honesty 
Enough to serve his mind all his life after ; 
Nay, for a need, I'll draw some rapier forth. 
That shall come near my hand as 'twere by chance. 
And set a lively face upon my rage ; 
But fear thou nothing, I too dearly love thee 
To let harm touch thee. 

Vot. O, it likes me rarely, 
m chuse a precious time for it. [emt Fotarius, 

Wife. Go thy ways, I'm glad I had it for thee. 
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Enter Leonella. 

Leo. Madam, my lord entreats your company. 
fn/e. Psha, ye ! 

Leo. Psha, ye ! My lord entreats your company. 
fTife. WTiat now ? 
Are ye so short heePd. 
Leo, I am as my betters are, then. 
ff^i/e. How came you by such impudence alate, minion ? 
You're not content to entertain your play fellow 
In your own chamber closely, which I think 
Is large allowance for a lady's woman ; 
There's many a good man's daughter is in service. 
And cannot get such favour of her mistress. 
But what she has by stealth ; she and the chamber maid 
Are glad of one between them, and must you 
Give such bold freedom to your long nos'd fellow. 
That every room must take a taste of him? 
Leo, Does that offend your ladyship ? 
fFi/e, How think you, forsooth ? 
Leo, Then he shall do't again. 
fFi/e. What? 
Leo. And agsdn, madam. 
So often till it please your ladyship ; 
And when you like it, he shall do't no more. 

fTi/e. What's this ? ^ 

Leo. 1 know no difference, virtuous madam. 
But, in love, all have privilege alike. 
fFffe. You're a bold quean. 
Leo. And are not you, my mistress ? 
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fFife, This is well, i'faith. 

Leo. You spare not your own flesh no more than I ; 
Hell take me, an' I spare you. 

Wife, O the wrongs 
That laities do their honors, when they make 
Their slaves familiar with their weaknesses ; 
They're ever thus rewarded for that deed. 
They stand in fear e'en of the grooms they feed. 
I must be fore'd to speak my woman fair now. 
And be first friends with her, nay, all too little. 
She may undo me at her pleasure else ; 
She knows the way so well, myself not better. 
My wanton folly made a key for her 
To all the private treasure of my heart ; 
She may do what she list \a8ide'\ ; come, LeoneUa ! 
I am not angry with thee. 

Leo. Pish! 

mfe. 'Faith, I am not. 

Leo. Why, what care I, an* you be ? 

IFife, Pr'ythee, forgive me ? 

Leo. I have nothing to say to you. 

Wife. Come, thou shalt wear this jewel for my sake, 
A kiss and friends, we'll never quarrel more. 

Leo. Nay, chuse you, *faith ; the best is an' you do. 
You know who'll have the worst on't. 

fFife. True, myself. 

Leo. Little thinks she, I have set her fbrth already ; 
I please my lord, yet keep her in awe too. [aside. 

Wife, One thing 1 had forgot ; I pr'ythee, wench. 
Steal to Votarius closely, and remember him 
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To wear some privy annoar then about him^ 
That I may feign a fiiry without fear. 
Lfeo, Armour ! when, madam ? 

Wi/e. See now, 1 chid thee 
When I least thought upon thee; thou'rt my best hand, 
I cannot be without thee. — ^llius then, sirrah ! 
To beat away suspicion from the thoughts 
Of under listening servants 'bout the house, 
I have advis'd Votarius at fit time. 
Boldly to force his way into my chamber. 
The admittance being denied him, and the passage 
Kept strict by thee, my necessary woman. 
(La ! there I should have mist thy help again ;) 
At which attempt I'll take occasion 
To dissemble such an anger, that the world 
Shall ever after swear us to their thoughts. 
As clear and free from any fleshly knowledge. 
As nearest kindred are, or ought to be. 
Or what can more express it, if that fedFd. 

Leo. You know Pm always at your service, madam. 
But why some privy armour? 

Wjfe. Marry, sweet heart. 
The best is yet forgotten, thou shalt have 
A weapon in some comer of the chamber. 
Yonder, or there. 

Leo, Or any where : why, i'faith, madam. 
Do you think I'm to learn now to hang a weapon. 
As much as I'm incapable of what follows ? 
I'm all your mind without book, think it done, madam. 

fFjfe. Thanks, my good wench, I'll never call thee worse. 

leak fTife, 
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Leo, Taith^ you Ve like to hav't again^ an' you do, madam. 

Enter Bellarius. 

BeL What, art alone ? 

Leo. Curse me, what makes you here, sir ? 
You're a bold long-nos'd fellow. 

BeL Howl 

Leo, So my lady says. 
'Faith, she and I have had a bout for you, sir. 
But she got nothing by't. 

Bel. Did not I say still, thou would'st be too adventu- 
rous! 

Leo, Ne'er a whit, sir. I made her glad to seek my 
friendship first. 

Bel. By my faith that shew*d well ; if you come off 
So brave a conqueress, to't again and spare not, 
I know not which way you should get more honour. 

Leo. She trusts me now to cast a mist, forsooth. 
Before the servants' eyes. I must remember 
Votarius to come once with privy armour 
Into her chamber, when with a fsdn'd fury. 
And rapier drawn, which I must lay a-purpose 
Ready for her dissemblance, she will seem 
T' act wonders for her juggling honesty. 

Bel. I wish no riper vengeance I can'st conceive me? 
Votarius is my enemy ! 

Leo, Thafs stale news, sir. 

Bel. Mark what I say to thee ! forget of purpose 
That privy armour ; do not bless his soul 
With so much warning, nor his hated body 
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With such sure safety ; here express thy love. 
Lay some empoisoned weapon next her hand. 
That in that play he may be lost for ever ; 
I'd have him kept no longer, away with him. 
One touch will set him flying, let him go. 
Leo. Bribe me but with a kiss, it shall be so. [eweunt. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter Tyrant, discontentedly.. Nobles at a distance. 

2 Noble. My Lord! 

Tyr. Begone, or never see life more ! 
I'll send thee far enough from court ; Memphonius ? 
Where's he now? 

Memp. Ever at your highness' service. 

Tyr. How dar'st thou be so near, when we have threaten'd 
Death to thy fellow? Have we lost our power ? 
Or thou thy fear ? Le^ve us, in time of grace, 
Twill be too late anon. 

Memp. I think 'tis so with thee already. [aside. 

Tyr. Dead ! And I so healthful ! 
There's no equality in this ; stay ! 

Memp. Sir! 

Tyr. Where is that fellow brought the first report to us ? 

Memp. He waits without. 

Tyr, I charge thee give command 
That he be executed speedily, as thou'lt stand firm thyself. 

Memp. Now, by my faith. 
His tongue has help'd his neck to a sweet bargain. 

[emt Memphonius. 
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Tyr, Her own fair hand so cruel ! Did she chuse 
Destruction before me ? was I no better? 
How much am I exalted to my face. 
And when I would be gracM how little worthy ! 
There's few kings know how rich they are in goodness. 
Or what estate they have in grace and virtue : 
There is so much deceit in glosers* tongues. 
The truth is taken from us ; we know nothing 
But what is for their purpose ; that's our stint; 
We are allow'd no more. — O, wretched greatness ! 
rU cause a sessions for my flatterers. 
And have them all hang'd up. — *Tis done too late : 

she's destroyed, married to death and silence, 
Which nothing can divorce ; riches, nor laws. 
Nor all the violence that this frame can raise. 
Fve lost the comfort of her sight for ever, 

1 cannot call this life that flames within me. 
But everlasting torment lighted up. 

To shew my soul her beggary. — A new joy 

Is come to visit me in spite of death ! 

It takes me of that sudden, I'm asham'd 

Of my provision, but a friend will bear. — ^Within there I 

Enter Soldiers. 

Ut Sol. Sir? 
2ndSolUy\oTA\ 

Tyr, The men I wished for, for secresy and employment. 
Go, give order that Govianus be releaa'd. 
MhSol. Released, sir? 
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Tyr, Set free ; and then I trust he will fly the kingdom. 
And never know my purpose — ^Run, sir I [ejnt 4th Soldier. 

you 
Bring me the keys of the cathedral. 

1*/ SoL Are you so holy now, do you curse all day. 
And go to pray at midnight ? [atide, and e:»it. 

Tyr. Provide you, sirs, close lanthoms and a pickaxe : 
Away, be speedy ! 

2nd SoL Lanthoms and a pickaxe ? 
Does he mean to bury himself alive too ? 

[ea^eunt 2nd and Srtf Soldiers, 

Tyr. Death, nor the marble prison my love sleeps in. 
Shall keep her body lock'd up from mine arms. 
I must not be so cozen'd ; though her life 
Was like a widow's state, made o'er in policy 
To defeat me and my too confident heart ; 
Twas a most cruel wisdom to herself. 
As much to me that lov'd her. — ^What, retum'd? 

Enter \tt Soldier. 

\tt SoL There be the keys, my lord. 

T^r, I thank thy speed; 
Here comes the rest full fumish'd : follow me. 
And wealth shall follow you. [eant. 

Enter 2nd and 3rd Soldiers. 

Ut SoL Wealth ! by this light 
We go to rob a church ; I hold my life 
The money will ne'er thrive ; that's a sure saw. 
What's got from grace, is ever spent in law. 
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2nd Sold. What strange fits grow upon him here alate ! 
His soul has got a very dreadful leader. 
What should he make in the cathedral now. 
The hour so deep in night ? all his intents 
Are contrary to man, in spirit or blood. 
He waxes heavy in his noble mind ; 
His moods are such they cannot bear the weight. 
Nor will not long if there be truth in whispers 1 
The honorable father of the state. 
Noble Helvetius, all the lords agree 
By some close policy shortly to set free. [eaeunt, 

SCENE HI. 

Enter the Tyrant and Soldiers at a farther door, which opened, 
brings them to the Tomb where the Lady lies buried. The Tomb 
is discovered richly set forth. 

Tyr, Softly, softly ! 
Let's give this place the peace that it requires ; 
The vaults e'en chide our steps with murmuring sounds. 
For making bold so late, — it must be done. 

Ut Sold. I fear nothing but the whorish ghost of a quean 
I kept once ; she swore she would so haunt me, I should 
never pray in quiet for her, and I have kept myself from 
church these fifteen years to prevent her. 

Tyr, The monument woos me, I must run and kiss it. 
Now trust me if the tears do not e'en stand 
Upon the marble : what slow springs have I ! 
'Twas weeping to itself before I came ; 
How pity strikes e'en through insensible things. 
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And makes them shame our dulness. 

Thou honse of silence, and the calms of rest. 

After tempestuous life, I claim of thee 

A mistress, one of the most beauteous sleepers. 

That e?er lay so cold, not yet due to thee 

By natural death, but cruelly forc'd hither, 

Many a year before the world could spare her ! 

We miss her amongst the glories of our court 

When they be numbered up. All thy still streogth. 

Thou gTey-ey*d monument, shall not keep her from us ! 

Strike, villain 1 tho' the echo nul us all 

Into ridiculous deafness ; pierce the jaws 

Of this' cold ponderous creature. 

2nd Sol. Sir! 

7>r. Why strik'st thou not ? 

2fid Sol. I shall not hold the axe fut, Vm afraid, sir. 

T^r. O shame of men, a soldier, and so fearful ? 

2nd Sol. lis out of my element to be in a church, dr. 
Gi?e me the open field and turn me loose, sir. 

Tyr. True, thou then hast room enough to run away ; 
Take thou the axe from him. 

1*/ Sol. I beseech your grace — 
TwHl come to a worse hand. You'll find us all 
Of one mind for the church, I can assure you, sir. 

Tjfr. Nor thou. 

3rd Sol. I love not to disquiet ghosts 
Of any people living. 

T^r. O slaves of one opinion, give me't from thee. 
Thou man made out of fear. 

2nd Sol. By my futh,I 'm glad Pm rid on't— 

F 
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I that was ne'er before in a cathedral. 

And have the battering of a kdy's tomb. 

Lies hard upon my conscience at first coming ; 

I should get much by that; it shall be a warning to me, 

m ne'er come here again. 

T)fr, No— wilt not yield? [jstrikei^t the tomb* 

Art thou so loth to part from her }< • 

lit Sol, What means he ? 
Has he no feeling with him? By this light, if I benotafinid 
to^ stay any longer ; very fear will go nigh to turn me of 
some reli^on or other, and so make me forfeit my lieu- 
tenantship. . i ; 

Tyr, O, have we got the mastery ? Iielp> you vaasals. 
Freeze you in idleness, and can see us sweat* , 
2nd Sol, We sweat with fear as much as work can make us. 
Tyr, Remove the stone that I may see itky tnilti^edis I 
Set to your hands, you yillains, and that nimbly. 
Or the same axe shall make you all fly open ! 
All, O, good my lord.! . 

Tyr, I must not be delay'd, 

\st Sol, This is ten thousand times worse* than entering 
on a breach : - - 
'Tis the first stone that ever I took off 
From any lady; marry, I have brought 'em many $ '': 

Fair diamonds, sapphires, rubies. 

Tyr, O blest object ! > ( .' . - 
I never shall be weary to behold thee \ ,- in . 

I could eternally stand thus and see thee. 
Why, 'tis not possible, death should look so fiur. 
Life is not more illustrious when health smiles on't ; 
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She's only pale, the colour of the court. 
And most attractiye ; mistresses most strive for't ; 
And their lasdvious servants most a£fect it. 
Lay to your hands again ! 

^/?. My lord? 

T^r. Take up her body ! 

1*/ Sol. How, my lord ? 

Tyr. Her body. 

Ut Sol. She's dead, my loi^. 

^r. True, if she were alive. 
Such slaves as you should not come near to touch her; 
Do't, and, with all best reverence, place her here. 

1st Sol. Not only, sir, with reverence, but with fear; 
You shall have more than your own asking once. 
I am afraid of nothing but she'll rise 
At the first jog, and save us all a labour. 
2nd Sol. Then we were best take her up and never touch 
her. 

1st Sol. How can that be ? does fear make thee mad } 
Pve took many a woman in my days. 
But never with less pleasure I protest 

Tyr. O the moon rises ! what reflec^h 
Is thrown about this sanctified building. 
E'en in a twinkling 1 How the monuments glister. 
As if death's palaces were all massy silver. 
And scom'd the name of marble 1 Art thou cold ? 
I have no fidth in't yet, I believe none. 
Madam ! 'tis I, sweet lady, pr'ythee, speak, 
Tis thy love calls on thee, thy king, thy servant. 
No ! not a word, all prisoners to pale silence. 
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Ill prove a kiss. 

2d SoL Here's fine chill venery ; 
'Twould make a pandar's heels ache. 111 be sworn ; 
All my teeth chatter in my head to see't. 

T^r. Thou'rt cold indeed, beshrew thee for't. 
Unkind to thine own blood, hard hearted lady ! 
What injury hast thou offered to the youth 
And pleasure of thy days? refuse the court. 
And steal to this hard lodging ! was that wisdom ? 
Oh I could chide thee with mine eye brim full. 
And weep out my forgiveness when I've done ! 
Nothing hurt thee but virant of woman's counsel ; 
Hadst thou but ask'd th' opinion of most ladies, 
Thou'dst never come to this ! they would have told thee 
How dear a treasure life and youth had been ; 
*Tis that they fear to lose : the very name 
Can make more gaudy tremblers in a minute. 
Than heaven, or sin, or hell ; these are last thought on. 
And where got'st thou such boldness from the rest 
Of all thy timorous sex, to do a deed here 
Upon thyself, would plunge the world's best soldier. 
And make him twice bethink him, and again. 
And yet give over : Since thy life has left me, 
111 clasp the body for the spirit that dwelt in it. 
And love the house still for the mistress' sake. 
Thou art mine- now, spite of destruction. 
And GoviaUus; and I will possess thee. 
I once read of a Herod, whose affection 
Pursued a virgin's love, aa I did thine. 
Who, for the hate she owed him, killed herself. 
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As thou too rashly didst, Mrithout all pity, 
Yet he preserv'd her body dead in honey, 
And kept her long after her funeral ; 
But PU unlock the treasure-house of art 
Wth keys of gold, and bestow all on thee. 
Here, slaves 1 receive her humbly from our arms. 
Upon your knees, you villains ! all's too little. 
If you should sweep the pavement with your lips. 

Ut Sol, What strange brooms he invents ! 

Tyr. So ! reverently ! 
Bear her before us gently to the palace. 
Place you the stone again where first we found it. 

[eofeunt ; — manet Xst Soldier, 

1st SoL Must this on now to deceive all comers. 
And cover emptiness ? 'tis for all the world 
Like a great city pie brought to a table. 
Where there be many hands that lay about. 
The lid's shut close when all the meat's pick'd out, 
Yet stands to make a show and cozen people. [eant, 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Ck>viANUS in black, a book in his hand, his Page carrying a 
torch be/ore him. 

Govt, Already mine eye melts ; the monument 
No sooner stood before it, but a tear* 
Ran swiftly ft'om me to express her duty. 
Temple of honour 1 I salute thee early. 
The time that my griefs rise ; chamber of peace ! 
Where wounded virtue sleeps lock'd from the world. 
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I briog to be acquainted with tby silence 

Sorrows that love no noise ; they dwell all inward. 

Where truth and love in every man should dwell. 

Be ready, boy ! give me the strain again, 

Twill show well here, whilst, in my grief's devotion. 

At every rest mine eye lets fall a bead, 

To keep the number perfect; . 

IGoffianus kneels at the Tomb, His Page sings. 

THE SONG. 

If ever pity were well plac'd 

On true desert and virtuous honor. 
It could ne'er be better grac'd ; 

Freely then bestow't upon her. 
Never lady eam'd her fame 
In virtue's war with greater strife ; 
To preserve her constant name. 
She gave up beauty, youth, and life. 
There ^hesjeeps; 
And here he weeps. 
The lord unto ao rare a wife. 
Weep, weep, and mourn 1 lament. 

You virgins that pass by her ! 
For if praise come by death again, 
I doubt few will Ue nigh her. 
Govt. Thou art an honest bdy,'tls like olie 
That has a feeling of his mastflr's passions. 
And the unmatched worth trf his dead mistress. 
Thy better years shall find riie good to thee. 
When understandings ripens in thy soul. 
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Which truly makes the man, and not long time. 
IVythee, withdraw a little, and attend me 
At the cloister door. 

Page, It shall be done, my lord. \P<ige retires. 

Govt, Eternal mud of honour, whose chaste body 
Lies here, like virtue's close and hidden seed. 
To spring forth glorious to eternity 
At the everlasting harvest ! 

J Faice withirk — ^I am not here. • 

Gwi. What's that? who is not here ? Fm forcM to ques« 
tionit. 
Some idle sounds the beaten vaults send forth. ' 
[The tombstone suddenly flies open amidst it noise like^ rush^ 

ing windy and a light appears in the midst of the tomb; 

the Ghost of his Ltt^ stands before Mm in white, 

covered with- j0wels, and having a erucifia on her 

breast. - " 

Gom, Mercy, look to me !-^'Faith, I fly to thee ! 
Keep a strong watch abotft me I now thy friendship ! 
O, never came astonishment and fear 
So pleasing to mankind ! I take delight 
To have my breast shake, and my hair stand stiff. 
If this be sorrow, let -it never die ! 
Came all the pains of hell in that shape to me, 
I should endure them smiling ! keep me still 
In terror, I beseech thee ! Pd not change. 
This lever for felicity of man, ' 
Or all the pleasures of ten thousand ages. 

Ghost, Dear lord, I come to tell you all my wrongs. 

Govi, Welcome! Who wrongs the spirit of my love? 
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Thou art above the injuries of blood. 

They cannot reach thee now ; what dares offend thee? 

No life that has the weight of flesh upon't; 

And treads as I do^ can now wrong my mistress. 

Ghoit, The peace that death allows me is not mine. 
The monument is robbed — behold ! Fm gone. 
My body taken up. 

GwL Tis gone, indeed. 
What villain dares so fearfully run in debt 
To black eternity ? 

GhasL He that dares do more, the tyrant. 

Go9u All the miseries below 
Reward his boldness ! 

Ghost. I am now at court 
In his own private chamber : there he woos me. 
And plies his suit to me with as serious pains. 
As if the short flame of mortality 
Were lighted up again in my cold breast ; 
Folds me within his arms, and often sets 
A sinful kiss upon my senseless lip ; 
Weeps when he sees the paleness of my cheek. 
And will send privately for a hand of art. 
That may dissemble life upon my face. 
To please his lustful eye. 
" Govt, O piteous wrongs ! 
Inhuman injuries, without grace or mercy 

Ghost, I leave them to thy thought, dearest of men 1 
My rest is lost, thou must restore't again. 

Govt. O, fly me not so soon 1 

Ghost. FareweUr—tnie lord. [the Ghost disappears. 
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Govt, I cannot spare thee yet. Ill make myself 
Oyer to death too, and well walk together 
Like loying spirits ; I pray thee, let's do so. 
She's snatch'd away by fate, and I talk sickly ; 
I must dispatch this business upon earth. 
Before I take that journey : 111 to my brother for Ids sdd 

or counsel. 
So wrong'd, O heaven put armour on my spirit! 
Her body I will place in her first nest. 
Or in th' attempt lock death into my breast. \_esit. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

Enter Votabius, with Anselmus. 

Fbt. You shall stand here, my lord, unseen, and hear all ; 
Do I deal now like a right friend with you ? 

Ans. Like a most futhful. 

Fot. You shall have her mind, e'en as it comes to me. 
Though I undo her b/t ; your friendship, sir. 
Is the sweet mistress that I only serve; 
I prize the roughness of a man's embrace. 
Before the soft lips of a hundred ladies. 

Ans. And that's an honest mind of thee. 

Fbt. Lock yourself, sir. 
Into that closet, and be sure none see you. 
Trust not a creature, well have all round clear. 
E'en as the heart affords it. 

Am, Tis a match, sir. [ea;it. 
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FoL Troth, he says thie then, 'tis a match indeed. 
He does not know the strength of his own words. 
For, if he did, there'd be no mastering of him. 
He's cleft the. pin in two with a blind man's eyes ; 
Though I shoot wide. 111 cozen him of the game. [ewit. 

Enter Leonblla above in a Gallery, with her Lover, Bellarius. 

Leo, Dost thou see thine enemy walk ? 

Bel, I would I did not. 

Leo, Pr'ythee rest quiet, man; I have feed one for him, 
A trusty catchpole too that will be sure of him ; 
Thou know'st this gallery, well, 'tis at thy use now, 
'T'as been at mine full often ; thou may'st sit 
Like a most private gallant in yon comer. 
For aU the play, and ne'er be seen thyself. 

Bet, Therefore I chose it. 

Leo, Thou shalt see my lady 
Play her part naturally, moi:e to the life 
Than she's aware on. 

Bel, Then must I be pleased ; 
Thoii'rt one of the actors, thou'lt be miss'd anon. 

Leo, Alas ! a woman's action's always ready ; 
Yet I'll down now I think on't. 

Bel, Do, 'tis time, i'faith. [Leonella descends, 

Ans, I know not yet where I should plant belief, 
I am so strangely tost between two tales; 
I'm told by my wife's woman the deed's done. 
And in Votarius' tongue 'tis yet to come. 
The castle is but upon yielding yet, 
Tis not deliver'd up : well, we shall find 
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The mystery shortly ; I will entertain 
The patience of a prisoner i'th' mean time. 

[hcii himself in. 

Enter Wife, wUh LjEonella. 

Wife. Is all set ready, wench ? 

Leo, Peace, madam 1 alL 
fFife, Tell not me so $ she lives not for a lady 
That has less peace than L 

Leo, Nay, good sweet madam. 
Yon would not think how much this passion alters you ; 
It drinks up all the beauty of your cheek* 
I promise you, madam, you have lost much blood. 

fFife, Let it draw death upon me, for till then 
I shall be mistress of no true content : 
Who could endure hourly temptation, 
Andbear it asldo? 

Leo, Nay, that's most certain : 
Unless it were myself again : I e$n 4o't> 
I suffer the like daily; you should complain, madam. 

Wife, Which way, were that wisdom? pr'ythee, wench, 
to whom? 

Leo. To him that makes, aU whole ^gain, my lord. 
To one that, if he be.ac kind good husband 
Win let you bear no more than you are able. 

fFife. Thou know'st not what thou speakest ; why my 
lord's he 
That gires him the house's freedom, all his boldness — 
Keeps him o' purpose here to war with me. 

Leo. Now I hold wiser of my lord than so. 
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He knows the world, he would not be so idle. 

Wife. I speak sad truth to thee ; I am not private 
In mine own chamber, such his impudence is : 
Nay my repenting time is scarce blest from him. 
He will offend my prayers. 

Leo, Out upon him : 
I believe, madam, he's of no religion. 

Wife, He serves my lord, and that's enough for him : 
And preys upon poor ladies like myself; 
There's all the gentleman's devotion. 

Leo, Marry, the devil of hell give him his blessing ! 

Wife, Pray, watch the door, and suffer none to trouble us. 
Unless it be my lord. 

Leo, Twas finely spoke that ! 
My lord indeed is the most trouble to her. 
Now must I show a piece of service here ; 
How do -I spend my days — shall I never 
Get higher than a lady's door keeper ? 
I must be married as my lady is, first. 
And then, my msud may do as much for me. \wnde. 

Wife. O miserable time ! except my lord 
Do wake in honourable pity to me. 
And rid this vicious gamester from his house. 
Whom I have check'd so often : here I vow 
rU imitate my noble sister's fate. 
Late mistress to the worthy Govianus, 
And cast away my life as he did hers. 

Enter Votarius, to the door within, 

Leo, Back, you're too forward, sir! there's no coming 
for you. 
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F'at. How, mistress Len, my lady's smock woman. 
Am I no farther in your duty yet ? 

Leo, Duty ! look f or't of them you keep under, sir. 

F'ot. Youll let me in. 

Lf€o, Who would you speak withal ? 

Vot. Why, the best lady you make curtesy to. 

Leo. She will not speak with you. 

Vot, Have you her mind ? 
I scorn to take her answer of her broker. 

Leo. Madam? 

JFife. What's there ? How now, sir, what's your business ? 
We see your boldness plain. 

yot. I came to see you, madam. 

fFife, Farewell then ! though 'twas impudence too much 
When I was private. 

Vot, Madam! 

Wife. He was bom 
To beggar all my patience. 

Fot. Ym bold 
Still to prefer my love ; your woman hears me not. 

Wife, Where's modesty and honour ? Have I not thrice 
Answer'd thy lust ? 

Leo, By*r lady, I think oft'ner. [aside. 

Wife, And darest thou yet look with temptation on us? 
Since nothing will prevail, come death, come vengeance, — 
I will forget the weakness of my kind. 
And force thee from my chamber. 

\jihe thrusts at Votarius with the sword, 

Vot, How now, lady ! 
'Uds life, you prick me, madam ! 
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Wife. Pr*ythee, peace I 
I ^vill not hurt thee ; will you yet begoae^ sir ? 

Leo, He's upon going, I think. 

Fot, Madam, you deal false with me ; O I feel it ; 
You're a most treacherous lady ! this thy glory 1 
My breast is all a-fire — Oh— [diet, 

Leo, Ha, ha, ha ! 

^ns. Ha ! I belieye her constancy too late, 
Confirm'd e'en in the blood of my best friend ; 
Take thou my vengeance, thou bold pernicious strumpet, 

[kills Leonella, 

At the same instant, Bellarius enters. 

That durst accuse thy virtuous lady falsely ! 

Bel. O deadly poison, after a sweet banquet ! 
What ^lake I here ? I had forgot my heart ; 
I am an actor too, and never thought on't. 
The blackness of this season cannot miss me. 
Sirrah — ^you — ^lord I 

Wi/e, Is he there 1 welcome, ruin ! 

Bel, There is a life due to me in that bosom 
For this poor gentlewoman. 

Ans, And art thou then receiver ! 
I'll pay thee largely, slave, for thy last 'scape. 

[theif make a dangerous pass at one another, the Lady 
purposely rune between them, wd is kitted. 

Wife, I come, Votarius ! 

Ans, Hold, if manhood guide thee I 
O what has fury done now ? 

Bel, What has it done now \ 
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Why killed an bonourable whore^ that's all. 

j^. Villain ! Ill seal that lie upon thy heart. 
A constant lady ! 

Ihe kneeU at his Wife's Me, 
Bel. To the devil, as could be. 
Must I prick you forward ; either up. 
Or, sir, I'll take my chance ; thou could'st kill her. 
Without repenting, that desenr'd more pity ; 
And spend'st thy time and tears upon a quean. 
Atu, Slave ! 
Bel, That was deceived once in her own deceit, 

[they fight, both are mortally wounded. 
As I am now; the poison I prepar'd 
Upon that weapon for mine enemy's bosom. 
Is bold to take acquaintance of my blood too. 
And serves us both to make up death withal. 
y4ni, I ask no more of destiny, but to fidl 
Gose by the chaste side of my /virtuous mistress ; 
If all the treasure of my weeping strength 
Be left so wealthy but to purchase that, 
I have the dear wish of a great man's spirit. 
Yet favour me, O yet — ^I thank thee, fate, 
I expire cheerfidly, and give death a smile. 

[Anselmtu faints. 
Bel, O rage ! I pity now mine enemy's flesh. 

Enter Govianus, loith Servants. 

Gotfi, Where should he be ? 
\st Serv, My lady, sir, will tell you. 
She's in her chamber here. 
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2d Serv. O ! my Lord ! 

Govt, Peace — ^my honourable brother, madam, all, — 
So many dreadful deeds, and not one tongue 
Left to proclaim 'em. 

BeL Yes, here, if a voice 
Some minutes long may satisfy your ear, 
IVe that time allowed it. 

Govt. ^Tis enough. 
Bestow it quickly, ere death snatch it from thee. 

BeL That lord, your brother, made his friend Votarius 
To tempt his lady ; she was won to lust. 
The act reveaFd here by her serving woman ; 
But that ^vise close adultress, stor'd with art 
To prey upon the weakness of that lord. 
Dissembled a great rage upon her love. 
And indeed kilPd him, which so won her husband. 
He slew this right discoverer in his fury. 
Who, being my mistress, I was mov'd in haste 
To take some piuns with him, and he'« paid me for it. 
As for the cunning lady, I commend her ; 
She performed that which never woman tried. 
She ran upon our weapons and so died. 
Now you have all, I hope I shall sleep quiet. [did, 

Ans, O thunder! that awakes me e'en from death. 
And makes me curse my confidence with cold lips ; 
I feel his words in flames about my soul. 
He's more than kill'd me. 

Govt. Brother I 
Ans. I repent the smile 
That I bestow'd on destiny ? O whore ! 
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I fling thee thus from my believing breast 
^th all the sttenfrth. I have, my rage is great. 
Although my veins grow beggars ; now I sue 
To die far from thee ; may we never meet : 
Were my soul bid to joy's eternal banquet. 
And were assur'd to find thee there a guest, 
I'd sup with torments, and refuse that feast. 

thou beguiler of man's easy trust. 

The serpent's wisdom is in women's lust. [dies, 

G<m. Is death so long a coming to mankind, 
It must be met half way ? O cruel speed ! 
There's few men pay their debts before their day ; 
If they be ready at their time 'tis well : 
And but a few that are so ; what stran^^e haste 
Was made among these people 1 My he8u*t weeps for't. 
Go, bear those bodies to a place more comely. 
Brother, I came for thy advice, but I 
Find thee so ill a counsellor to thyself. 
That I repent my pains, and depart sighing. 
The body of my love is still at court : 

1 am not well to think on't, the poor spirit 
Was with me once again about it, troth; 
And I can put it off no more for shame. 
Though I desire to have it haunt me still. 
And never to give over, 'tis so pleasing. 

I must to covLxXy IVe plighted my faith to't ; 

T 'as open'd me the way to the revenge. 

Tyrant, 111 run thee on a dangerous shelf,. 

Though I be forc'd to fly this land myself. [esii. 
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SCENE II. 
Enter Tyrant, with Attendants, 

Tjfr, In vun my spirit wrestles with my blood : 
Affectioii will be mistress here on earth ; 
The house is hers, the soul is but a tenant. 
I have task'd myself but with the abstinence 
Of one poor hour, yet cannot conquer that : 
I cannot keep from sight of her so long ; 
I starve mine eye too much : go, bring her forth 
As we have caus'd her body to be decked 
In all the glorious riches of our palace ; 
Our mind has felt a famine for the time ; 
All comfort has been dear and scarce with us. 
The times are alter'd since—strike on, sweet harmony ! 

Enter Soldiers, with the Lady. 

[ihftsic phying^. 

A braver world comes towards us. 

{^They bring" the body in a chair, dressed up in black velvety 
which sets out the paleness of the hands and face ; and a 
fair chain of pearl across the breast, and thecrucifia ab&ve 
it ; he stands silent awhile, letting the music play, beckon- 
ing the soldiers that bring her in to make obeisance to her, 
and he himself makes a low honour to the body, and kisses 
the hand» 

A Song, 
O what is beauty that's so much adored?, 
A flattering glass that co^ensiher beholder^ 
One night of death miJces it look pale and horrid. 
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The dainty presenr'd flesh how soon it monkten. 
To love it living it bewitcheth mtny. 
But after life is seldom heard of any. 

1#/ Sol. By this hand, mere idolatry ; I make courtesy 
To my damnation : I have learnt so much, 
Thouj^h I could never know the meaning yet 
Of all my Latin prayers, nor ne'er sought foi^t. 

7]fr, How pleasing art thou to us even in death ! 
I love thee yet above all women living ; 
I can see nothing to be mended in thee. 
But the too constant paleness of thy cheek : 
I'd give the kingdom but to purchase there 
The breadth of a red rose in natural colours. 
And think it the best bargain that ever king made yet. 
But fate's my hindrance ; 
And I must only rest content with art. 
And that I'll have in spite on't; is he come, sir? 

2jk//Si»/. Who, miy lord? 

Tyr. Dull— the fellow that we sent 
For a picture drawer ; 
A lady's forenoon tutor ; is he come, sir? 

Ut Sol, Not yet retumM, my lord. 

T^r. The fool, belike. 
Makes his choice carefully, for so we charg'd him, 
To fit our close deeds with some private hand. 
It is no shame for thee, most silent mistress. 
To stand in need of art, when youth 
And all thy warm friends have forsook thee ! 
Women alive are glad to seek her friendship. 
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To make tip the fair number of their graces. 

Or else the reckoning would fall short sometimes. 

And servants would look out for better wages. 

Enter 3rd Soldier, with Govianus disguised, 

2nd SoL He's come, my lord. 

7>r. Depart then : is t&at he ? 

3rd Sol, The privateat I could get, my lord. 

Govt, [aside.'] O Heayen 1 marry patience to my spirit ! 
(Hye me a sober fury I beseech thee, 
A rage that may not overcharge my blood. 
And do myself most hurt ! 'tis strange to me 
To see thee here at court, and gone from hence. 
Didst thou make haste to leave the world for this ? 
O who dares play with destiny but he 
That wears security so thick upon him. 
The thought of death and hell cannot pierce through ! 

Tyr. 'Twas circumspectly carried : leave us, go ! 
Be nearer, sir, thou'rt much commended to us. 

Govt, It is the hand, my lord, commends the workman. 

Tf/r, Thou speak'st both modesty and truth in that : 
We need that art that thou art master of. 

Govt. My king is master both of that and me. 

T^r. Look on yon £Eice, and tell me what it wants. 

Govt. Which ? that, sir. 

T^r. That! what wants it? 

Govt, Troth, my lord. 
Some thousand years' sleep, and a marble pillow. 

7>r. What's that ? observe it still : all the best arts 
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Have the most fools and drunkards to their master. 

Tliy apprehension has too gross a film 

To be employed at court ; what colour wants she ? 

Chvi, By my troth, all, sir ; I see none she has. 
Nor none she cares for. 

Tjfr. I am over matchM here. 

Govi, A lower chamber, with less noise, were kindlier 
For her, poor woman, whatso'er she was. 

Tyr, But how if we be pleas'd to have it thus. 
And thou well hired to do what we command ? 
Is not your work for money ? 

G&vL Yes, my lord : 
I would not trust but few, an' I. could chuse. 

Tifr. Let but thy art hide death upon her face, 
That now looks fearfully on us, and strive 
To give our eye delight in that pale part 
Which draws so many pities from these springs. 
And thy reward for't shall outlast thy end. 
And reach to thy friend's fortunes and his friend. 

Govi. Say you so, my lord : 111 work out my heart then. 
But PU shew art enough. 

Tyr. About it, then: 
I never wished so seriously for health 
After long sickness. 

G(wi. [aside''} A religious trembling shakes me by the 
hand. 
And bids me put by such unhallow'd business. 
But revenge calls for't, and it must go forward, 
^Tis time the spirit of my love took rest ; 
Poor soul ! 'tis weary, much abus'd and toil'd. 

[Gavianus paints the face of the body. 
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Tyr, Couldil now send for one to renew heat 
Within her bosom, that were a fine workman 
I should but too much love him; but» alas ! 
Tis as impossible for living. fire 

To take hold there, as for dead ashes to bum back again 
Into those hard tough bodies whence they fell. * : , 
Life is removed from her now, as the warmth 
Of the bright sun from us, when it makes winter. 
And kills with unkind coldness ; so is't yonder : 
An everlasting frost hangs now upon her. 
And as in such a season men will force 
A heat into their bloods with exercise, 
In spite of extreme weather, so shall we 
By art force beauty on yon lady's face. 
Though death sit frowning on't a storm of hail. 
To beat it off-— our pleasure shall prevail 

Gavi My lord ! . , 

Tyr, Hast done so soon ? 

GovL That's as your grace 
Gives approbation. . , 

Ttfr. O, she lives again ! 
She'll presently speak to me, keep her up ! 
ril have her swoon no, more, there's treachery in't; 
Does she not feel warmer to thee ? 

Gavi, Very little, sir. 

Tyr. The heat wants cherishing then, our arms and lips 
Shall labour life into her; wake> sweet mistress i 
'TIS I that call thee at the.dojQr of life, [kisseg the bodyJ] Ha ! 
I talk so long to deaths I'm, side myself: • ^r 
Methinks an evil scent stiU follows me. 
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€hm. May be 'tis nothings but the colour, sir. 
That I laid on.' 

T^r. Is that so strong \ 

drovi. Yes, faith, sir, 
'Twas the best poison I could get for money, [ihrowi offhU 

Tjfr. Gorianusl [dUguise. 

Govt, O thou sacrilegious villain ! 
Thou thief of rest, robber of monuments 1 
Cannot the body, after funeral. 
Sleep in the grave for thee? must it be rais'd. 
Only to please the wickedness of thine eye ? 
Do all things end with death, and not thy lust ? 
Hast thou devis'd a new way to danmation. 
More dreadful than the soul of any sin 
Did ever pass yet between earth and hell ? 
Dost strive to be particularly plagu'd 
Above all ghosts beside } 
Hiou scom'st a partner in thy torments too ! 

Tyr, What fury gave thee boldness to attempt 
This deed, for which Pll doom thee with a death 
Beyond the extremest tortures? 

Croni. I smile at thee. 
Draw all the deaths that ever mankind suffered 
Unto one head to help thine own invention. 
And make my end as rare as this thy sin. 
And full as fearful to the eyes of women. 
My spirit shall fly singing to his lodging. 
In midst of that rough weather. Doom me, tyrant ! 
Had I fear'd death I'd never appear'd noble, 
To seal this act upon me, which e'en honours me 
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Unto my mistress' spirit, — ^it lo?es me for't. 
I told my heart 'twould prove destruction to't. 
Who hearing 'twas for her, charg'd me to do't. 

Enter the Ghost, m the same/arm at the Body in the chair. 

Tyr, Thy glories shall be shortened, who's within, there ? 

[he sees the Ghost, 
I call'd not thee', thou enemy to firmness. 
Mortality's earthquake 1 

Govt, Welcome to mine eyes. 
As is the day-spring from the morning's womb 
Unto that wretch whose nights are tedious ! 
As liberty to captives, health to labourers. 
And life still to old people, never weary on't. 
So welcome art thou to me ! the deed's done. 
Thou queen of spirits ! he has his end upon him : 
Thy body shall return to rise again. 
For thy abuser falls, and has no power 
To vex thee farther. 

Ghost. My truest love ! 
Live ever honoured here, and blest above. 

T^r. Oh, if there be a hell for flesh and spirit, 
lis buirt within this bosom — 

Enter Nobles. 

My lords, treason i 
Govt. Now, death, I'm for thee ; welcome, 1 
Tyr. Your king's poisoned I 
Mem. The King of heaven be prais'd for it I 
Tyr. Lay hold on him. 
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(hk Govianus I 

Mem. E'en with the best loves 
And traest hearts that ever subjects owed. 

Tyr. How's thai? I charge you all, lay hands on him. 

Mem. Look you, my lord, your will shall be obey'd : 
Here comes another, well have his hand too. 

Enter Helvetius. 

Heh, You shall have both mine, if that work go forward, 
Beside my voice and knee. 

7^r. Helvetius! then my destruction was confirmed 
amongst 'em ; 
Premeditation wrought it. O, my torments 1 

j4ll. Live Govianus long, our virtuous king ! [flourish. 

Tyr. That thunder strikes me dead. 

Govt. I cannot better' 
Reward my joys than with astonished silence ; 
For all the wealth of words is not of power 
To make up thanks for you, my honoured lords * 
I'm like a man pluck'd up from many waters. 
That never look'd for help, and am here placed. 
Upon this cheerful mountun, where prosperity 
Shoots forth her richest beam. 

Mem. Long-injured lord ! 
The tyranny of his actions grew so weighty. 
His life so vicious — 

Helv. To which this is witness. 
Monster in sin ! this, the disquieted body 
Of my too resolute child in honour's war. 

Mem. That he became as hateful to our minds. 
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Heltf. As death^s unwelcome to a house of riches ; 
Or what can more express it ? 

Govt, WeU, he's ^one. 
And all the kingdom's evils perish with him ! 
And since the body of that virtuous lady 
Is taken from her rest, in memory 
Of her admired mistress, 'tis our will. 
It receive honour dead, as it took part 
With us in all afflictions when it lived ; 
Here place her in this throne, crown her our queen,* 
The first and last that ever we make ours. 
Her constancy strikes so much firmness in us. 
That honour done, let her be solemnly borne 
Unto the house of peace, from whence she came. 
As queen of silence. 

{the Spirit here enters again, and stagi to go ont 
vfith the body, as it were attending it. 
O welcome, blest spirit ! 
Thou needst not mistrust me, I have a care 
As jealous as thine own : well see it done. 
And not believe report ; our zeal is such. 
We cannot reverence chastity too much. 
Lead on ! I would, those ladies that fiU honour's rooms 
Might all be borne so virtuous to their tombs ! 

[solemn music piays them out, 

* A tiinikur inttaaoe of pofthumoot ooronatioii if mentioiied In Cuatotauf 
Lufiad, Canto IIL 



THE END. 
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This piny agrees perfectly with the description given of it 
in the title ; it is certainly a most pleasant conceited co- 
medy» rich in humour, and written altogether in a right 
merry vein. The humour is broad and strongly marked, and 
at the same time, of the most diverting kind ; the charac- 
ters are excellent, ai^d admirably discriminated ; the comic 
parts of the play are written with most exquisite droUery, 
and the serious mth great truth and feeling. It is as- 
cribed, in Grarrick's coUection, in manuscript, to Joshua 
Cooke, " probably," says the Biographia Dramatica, "John 
Cooke, the author of Green's Tu quoque." There does not, 
howe?er, appear to be any authority for attributing these 
two plays to the same author, and the resemblance between 
them in style and character is not sufficiently strong to 
warrant that conclusi on, independently of other evidence. 
Of the present piece there were five editions,* within a short 
period, with all of which the 'present reprint has been care- 
fully coUated, and is now, for the first time, divided into 
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« In 1602, 1605, 1608, 1630, and 1634. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Old Master Arthur. 
Old Master Lusam. 
Young Master Arthur. 
Young Master Lusam.* 
Master Anselm. 
Master Fuller. 
Sir Aminadab, a Schoolmaster, 
Justice Reason. 
Brabo. 

Hugh, Justice Reason's Servant. 
Pipkin, Master ArtMir*s Servant. 
Boys, Officers, S^c. 

Mistress Arthur. 
Mistress Mary. 
Mistress Splay. 
Maid. 

Scene, London. 



* From the similarity of the names i^ seems the author originally intended 
to make Young Lusam the fma of Old Lusam and brother at Mistress Arthur, 
but afterwards changed his intention ; in page 10 the latter calls him a stranger 
to her, although he is the intimate friend of her husband. 
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A PLEASANT CONCEITED COMEDY ; 



WHXRSIN IS 8HXWKD 



HOW A MAN MAY CHUSE A GOOD WIFE FROM A BAD. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

The Exchange, 

Enter Young Master Arthur, and Young Master Lusam. 

F. Art. I TELL you tnie, sir, bat to every man 
I would not be so lavish of my speech. 
Only to you, my dear and private friend. 
Although my wife in every eye be held 
Of beauty and of grace sufficient. 
Of honest biith and good behaviour. 
Able to win the strongest thoughts to her. 
Yet, in my mind, I hold her the most hated 
And loathed object that the world can yield. 
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y. Lu8. Ob, Master Arthur, bear a better thought 
Of your chaste wife, whose modesty hath won 
The good opinion and report of all : 
By heaven 1 you wrong her beauty, she is fair. 

F. Art, Not in mine eye. 

y. Lu8. O you are cloy'd with dainties. Master Arthur, 
And too much sweetness glutted hath your taste. 
And makes you loath them : at the first 
You did admire her beauty, prais'd her face. 
Were proud to have her follow at your heels 
Through the broad streets, when all censuring tongues 
Found themselves busied, as she past along, 
T' extol her in the hearing of you both. 
Tell me, I pray you, and dissemble not. 
Have you not, in the time of your first-love, 
Hugg'd such new popular and vulgar talk. 
And gloried still to see her bravely decked ? 
But now, a kind of loathing hath quite chang'd 
Your shape of love into a form of hate ; 
But on what reason ground you this hate? 

y. Art. My reason is my mind, my ground my will, 
I will not love her : if you ask me why 
I cannot love her, let that answer you. 

y. Lu8, Be judge, all eyes, her face deserves it not ; 
Then on what root grows tUs high branch of hate? 
Is she not loyal, constant^ loving, chaste. 
Obedient, apt to please, loth to displease. 
Careful to live, chary of her good name. 
And jealous of your reputation ? 
Is she not virtuous, wise, religious ? 
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How should you wrong her to deny all this ; 
Good Master Arthur, let me argue with you. 

[they walk aside. 
Enter Master Ansblm, and Master Fuller. 

FfiL Oh, Master Anselm, grown a lover, fie ! 
What might she be on whom your hopes rely ? 

u4fu. What fools they are that seem most wise in love. 
How wise they are that are but fools in love. 
Before I was a lover I had reason 
To judge of matters, censure of all sorts. 
Nay, I had wit to call a lover fool, 
And look into his folly with bright eyes. 
But now intruding love dwells in my brain. 
And frantickly hath shoulder'd reason thence : 
I am not old, and yet, alas ! I doat ; 
I have not lost my sight, and yet am blind; 
No bondman, yet have lost my liberty ; 
No natural fool, and yet I want my wit. 
What am I then ? let me define myself^ 
A dotard young, a blind man that can see, 
A witty fool, a bond-man that is free. 

FuL Good aged youth, blind seer, and wise fool, 
Loose your free bonds, and set your thoughts to school. 

Enter Old Master Arthur and Old Master Lusam. 

O, Art. Tis told me, Master Lusam, that my son 
And your chaste daughter, whom we match'd together. 
Wrangle and fall at odds, and brawl and chide. 

O. Lu8. Nay, I think so, I never look'd for better: 
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This 'tis to marry children when they are young-. 
I said as much at first, that such young brats 
Would 'gree together even like dogs and cats. . 

O. Art, Nay, pray you. Master Lusam, say not so ; 
There was great hope, though they were matched but young. 
Their virtues would have made them sympathize. 
And live together like two quiet saints. 

O. Lu8. You say true, there was great hope, indeed. 
They would have liv'd like saints ; but where's the fault ? 

O. Art, If fame be true, the most fault's in my son. 

O, Jam. You say true. Master Arthur, 'tis so indeed. 

O. Art, Nay, sir, I do not altogether excuse 
Your daughter, many lay the blame on her. 

O. Lus. Ah ! say you so? by the mass, 'tis like enough. 
For, from her childhood, she hath been a shrew. 

O. Art, A shrew? you wrong her; aU the town admires 
her 
For mildness, chasteness, and humility. 

O. Lus, 'Fore God, you say well, she is so indeed 5 
The city doth admire her for these virtues. 

O. Art, O, sir, you praise your child too palpably ; 
She's mild and chaste, but not admir'd so much. 

O. Lu8, Aye, so I say, I did hot mean admir'd. 

O. Art. Yes, if a man do well consider her. 
Your daughter is the wonder of her sex. 

O. LfM. Are you advis'd of that? I cannot tell 
What 'tis you call the wonder of her sex. 
But she is, is she, aye, indeed, she is. — 

0,Art, \^Tiatisshe? 

O. Lu8, Even what you vnll, you know best what she is. 
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Aru, Yon is her husband : let us leave this walk : 
How full are bad thoughts of su^idon ; 
I love, but loath myself for loving so. 
Yet cannot change my disposition. 

FuL Mediae, cura teipium. 

Am, Heu mhil quod nuUu timwr est meelicabilit herbit. 

[eofeunt Anselm and Fuller, 

Y, Art, All your persuasions are to no effect. 
Never allege her virtues nor her beauty. 
My settled unkindness hath begot 
A resolution to be unkind still. 
My ranging pleasures love variety* 

Y. Lus, Oh, too unkind unto so kind a wife. 
Too virtueless to one so virtuous. 
And too unchaste unto so chaste a matron. 

Y. Art, But, soft, sir, see where my two fathers are 
Busily talking, let us shrink aside. 
For if they see me they .are bent to chide. 

\eaf€unt y. Arthur and Y, Lusam. 

O, Art. I think 'tis best to go stndght to the house. 
And make them friends again ; what think you, sir ? 

O. Lus. I think so too. 

0, Art. Now I remember tootthat's not so good. 
For divers reasons I think best stay here. 
And leave them to their wrangling, what think you? 

0, Lus. I think so too. 

0. Art, Nay^ we will go, that's certain. 

0. Lu$, Aye, 'tis best, 'tis best, in sooth, there's no way 
but to go. 

0. Art. Yet if our going should breed more unrest. 
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More discord, more disseBsion, more debate. 
More wrangling, where there is enough already, 
Twere better stay than go. 

O. Lus, 'Fore God, 'tis true 5 
Our going may, perhaps, breed more debate. 
And then we nUiy, too late, wish we had staid ; 
And, therefore, if you will be rul'd by me. 
We will not go, that's flat : nay, if we lore 
Our credits, or our quiets, let*s not go. 

O, Jri, But if we love Aeir credits or their quiets, we 
must go 
And reconcile them to thdr former love ; 
Where there is strife betwixt a man and wife ^tis hell. 
And mutual love may be compar'd to heaven. 
For then their souls and spirits are at peace. 
Come, Master Lusam, now ^tis dinner time ; 
When we have din'd, the first work we will make 
Is to decide their jars for pity's sidce. 

O. Lus. Well fare a good heart ! yet are you advisM? 
Go, said you. Master Arthur? I will run 
To end these broils that discord hath begun. . [eaeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Young Arthur* s House. 

Enter MiSTgEss Arthur, and Pipkin. 

MU, Art, Come hither, Hpkin, how chance you tread so 

softly? 
Pip, For fear of breaking, mistress. 
Mis, Art, Art thou afraid of breaking, how so? 
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Pip. Cao you blame me> mistiness ? I am crack'd 
already. 

Afi9.ArL Crack'd, Rpkin,liow? hath aoy craek'd your 
crown? 

Pip. No> mistress, I thank God> my crown is current, 
but— 

Mis. Art. But what? 

Pip. The mud gave me not my supper yesternight, so 
that indeed my belly wambled, and standing near the greiEit 
sea-coal fire in the hall, and not being full, on the sudden 
I craek'd, and you know, mistress, a pipkin is soon 
broken. 

Mis. Art. Sirrah! run to the Exchange, and if you there 
Can find my husband, pray him to come home ; 
Tell him I will Jiot eat a bit of bread 
Until I see him ; pr'ythee. Pipkin, run. 

Pip, B/r lady, mistress, if I should tell him so, it may 
be he would not come, were it for no other cause but to 
save charges ; PU rather tell him, if he come not quickly, 
you will eat up all the meat in the house, and then, if he 
be of my stomach, he will run every foot and make the 
more haste to dinner. 

Mis. Art. Aye, thou may'st jest, my heart is not so light 
It can digest the least conceit of joy : 
Entreat him fairly, though I think he loves 
All places worse that he beholds me in ; 
Wilt thou begone ? 

Pip. Whither, mistress, to the Change ? 

Mis. Art. Aye, to the Change. 

Pip. I will, mistress : hoping my master will go so oft 
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to the Change, that at length he mil change his mind* 
and use yon more kindly. O, it were brave if my master 
could meet with a merchant of ill-ventures, to bargain 
with him for all his bad conditions, and he sell them out- 
right, you should have a quieter heart, and we all a quieter 
house : but hoping, mistress, you will pass over all these 
jars and squabbles in good health, as my master was at the 
making thereof, I commit you. 
Mu. Art, Make haste again, I pr*ythee. [esfit Pipkin.] 
1111 1 see him, 
My heart will never be at rest within me : 
My husband hath of late so much estrang'd 
His words, his deeds, his heart from me. 
That I can seldom have his company ; 
And even that seldom with such discontent. 
Such frowns, such chidings, such impatience. 
That did not truth and virtue arm my thoughts. 
They would confound me with despair and hate. 
And make me run into extremities. 
Had I deserv'd the least bad look from him, 
I should account myself too bad to live. 
But honoring him in love and chastity. 
All judgements censure freely of my wrongs. 

Enter Young Master Arthur, Young Master Lusam, and 
Pipkin. \ 

y. Art. Pipkin, what said she when she sent for me ? 
Pip. 'Faith, master, she sud little, but she thought more. 
For she was very melancholy. 

Y. Art. Did I not tell you she was melancholy I 
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For nothing else but that she sent for me. 
And fearing I would come to dine with her* 

Y. Lus. O you mistake her ; even, upon my soul, 
I durst affirm you wrong her chastity. 
See, where she doth attend your coming home. 

MU, Art. Come, Master Arthur, shall we in to dinner ? 
Sirrah, be gone, and see it served in. 

Y. Lus, Will you not speak imto her ? 

Y. Art, No, not I ; will you go in, sir ? 

Mis, Art, Not speak to me 1 nor once look towards me I 
It is my duty to begin, I know. 
And I will break this ice of curtesy. 
You are welcome home, sir. 

y. Art. Hark, Master Lusam, if she mock me not I 
You u-e welcome home, sir; am I welcome home ? 
Good faith ! I care not if I be or no. 

y. Lus, Thus you i&isconstrue all things. Master Arthur. 
Look, if her true love mdt not into tears. 

y. Art, She weeps, but why ? that I am come so soon. 
To hinder her of some appointed guests. 
That, in my absence, revel in my house : 
She weeps to see me in her companyy 
And, were I absent, she would laugh with joy. 
She weeps to make me weary of the house. 
Knowing my heart cannot away with grief. 

Mis. Art. Knew I that mirth would- make you love my 
bed, 
I would enforce my heart to be more merry. 

y. Art. Do you not hear? she would enforce her heart ; 
All mirth is forc'd that she can mal^e with me. 
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F. Lu*. O miseoaoeit^ how bitter is thy taste ! 
Sweet Master Arthur, Mistress Arthur too. 
Let me entreat you reconcile the8« jars. 
Odious to heaven, and most abhorr'd of men. 

Mis, Art. You are a stranger, pir* but by your words 
Vou do appear an honest genUeman . . 
If you profess to be my husband^s ftiend. 
Persist in these persuasions, and be judge 
With all indifference in these discontents. 
Sweet husband, if I be not fair enough 
To please your eye, range where you list abroad. 
Only, at coming home, speak me but fair : 
If you delight to change, change when you please. 
So that you will not change your love to me. 
If you delight to see me dnu^e and toil, 
I'll be your drudge, because 'tis your delight. 
Or if you think me unworthy of the name 
Of your chaste wife, I wUl become your maid, 
Vour slave, your servant, any thing you will. 
If for that name of servant, and of slave, 
Vou will but smile upon me now and then. 
Or if, as I well think, you cannot love me. 
Love where you list, only but say you love me : 
I'll feed on shadows, let the -substance go. 
Will you deny me such a small request? 
What, will you neither love nor flatter me? 
O, then, I see your hate here doth but wound me. 
And with that hate it is your frowns confound me. 

Y. Lu$. Wonder of women ! why, hark you. Master Ar- 
thur! 
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What is your wife^ a woman, or a saint ? 

A wife, or some bright angel come from heaven ? 

Are you not mov'd at this strange spectacle ? 

This day I have beheld a miracle. 

When I attempt this sacred nuptial life, 

I beg of heaven to find me such a wife. 

y. Art. Ha^ ha ! a miracle^ a prodigy ! 
To see a woman weep is as much pity 
As to see foxes digged out of their holes. 
If thou wilt pleasure me^ let me see thee less $ 
Grieve much ; they say grief often shortens life : 
Come not too near me,. 'till I call thee wife. 
And that will be but seldom* I will tell thee 
How thou shalt win my heart— nlie suddenly. 
And ril become a lusty widower : 
The longer thy life lasts, the more my hate 
And loathing still inoreaseth towards thee. 
When I come home and find diee «old as earth. 
Then will I love thee: thus thou know'st my mind. 
Come, Master Lusam, let us in to dine. 

y. Lui. O, sir, you too much afifect this evil ; 
Poor saint ! why wer't thouyok'd thus with a devil? [aside. 

[eaeunt Y. Art. and Y. Lus. 

Mi$. Art, If thou wilt win my heart, die suddenly ! 
But that my soul was bought at such a rate. 
At such a high price as my Saviour's blood, 
I would not stick to lose it with a stab ; 
But, virtuc/banish all such fontasies. 
He is my husband, and I love him well ; 
Next to my own soul's health I tender him, 
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And would give all the pleasures of the world, 

To buy his love if I nCiight purchase it. 

rU follow him, and like a servant wait^ 

And strive by all means to prevent Ms hate. [^.»iV. 

Enter Old Master Arthur and Old Master Lusam. 

O, Art, This is my son's house, were it best go in. 
How say you. Master Lusam ^ 

O, Lus, How, go In, how say you, sir i 

O. Art. I say 'tis best. 

O, Lui. Aye, sir, say you so ? so say I too. 

O, Art, Nay, nay, it is not best 5 I'll tell you why- 
Haply the fire of hate is quite extinct 
From the dead embers ; now to rake them up. 
Should the least spark of discontent appear. 
To make the flame of hatred burn afresh. 
The heat of this dissension might scorch us; 
Which, in his own cold ashes smother'd up^ 
May die in silence, and revive no more : 
And therefore tell me, is it best or no ? 

O, Lus, How say you, sir? 

<9. Art, I say it is not best. 

O, Lus* Mass, you say well, sir, and so say I too. 

O, Art* But shall we lose our labour to come hithei^ 
And, without sight of our two children. 
Go back agun I nay, we will in, that's sure* 

O, Lus. In, quotha, do you make a doubt of that ; 
Shall we come thus far, and in such post haste. 
And have our children here, and both within. 
And not behold them e'er our back-return 2 
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It were unfriendly, and nnfatherly. 

Come, Master Arthur, pray you follow me. 

O. Art, Nay, but hark you, sir, will you not knock ? 

O. Lus, Ts't best to knock ? 

O, Art, Aye, knock in any case. 

O, Lus. Twas well you put it in my mind to knock, 
I had for^tten it else, I promise you. 

O, Art, Tush ! is't not my son's and your daughter's 
door, 
Afid shall we two stand knocking? Lead the way. 

O, Lus, Knock at our children's doors ! that were a jest. 
Are we such fools, to make ourselves so strange 
Where we should still be boldest? In, for shame 1 
We will n^ stand upon such ceremonies* [exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

The Street, 

Enter Anselm and Fuller. 

Ful, Speak, in what cue, sir, do you find yotlr heart, 
Now thou hast slept a little on thy love? 

Ane, Like one that strives to shun a little plash 
Of shallow water, and, avoiding it. 
Plunges into a river past his depth : 
Like one that from a small spark steps aside. 
And falls in headlong to a greater flame. 

Ful, But in such fires scorch not thyself, for shame ! 
If 6he be fire, thou art so far from burning. 
That thou hast scarce yet warm'd thee at her face ; 
But, list to me. 111 turn thy heart from love. 
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And make thee loath all of the feminine sex. 

They that have known me, knew me once of name 

To be a perfect wencher • I have tried . 

All sorts^ all sects, all states, and find them still 

Inconstant, fickle, always variable. 

Attend me, man ! I will prescribe a method 

How thou shalt win her without all peradventure. 

Ang, That would I gladly hear. 

Ful, I was once like thee, 
A sigher, melancholy, humourist. 
Grosser of arms, a goer without garters, 
A hatband-hater, and a busk^oint^ wearer. 
One that did use much bracelets made of hur. 
Rings on my fingers, jewels in mine ears, "* 
And, now and then, a wench's carkanet. 
That had two letters for her name in pearl : 
Scarfs, garters, bands, wTOUght waistcoats, gold-stitch'd 

caps, 
A thousand of those female fooleries ,* ^ 

But when I look'd into the glass of reason, straight I began 
To loath that female bravery, and hencfeforth 
Study to cry pecajivi to the world. 

Ans. I pray you, to your former argument: , 
Prescribe a means to win my best bdov'd. 

FuL First, be hot badhful, bar all blushing tricks. 
Be not too apish female, do not come 

« Btuk-point, the ,laoe with its tag which secured the ^d of the busk, a 
piece of wood or whalebone worn by women in front of tiie stays to keep them 
straight 
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V^th foolish sonnets to present her with^ 

With legs, with curtsies, congees^ and such like : 

Nor with pennM spe^ches> or too f ar-fetch'd sighs, 

I hate such antique quaint formality. 
'Ans. Oh, but I cannot watch occasion. 

She dashes every profifer with a frown. 
Ful. A frown, a fool ! art thou afwd of &owns ? 

He that will leave occasion for a frown, 

Weie I his judge (all you his case bemoan) 
His doom should be, ever to lie alone. 

Ans. I cannot chuse but when a wench says nay. 
To take her at her ivord and leave my suit. 
Ful. Continue that opinion, and be sure 
To die a virgin chaste, a maiden pure. 
It was my chance once, in my wanton days. 
To court a wench ; hark, and Fll tell thee how : 
I came unto my love, and she look'd coy, 
I spake unto my love, she tum'd aside, 
I touch'd my love and 'gan with her to toy. 
But she sat mute, for anger or for pride ; 
I 8triv*d and kiss'd my love, she cry 'd,— away. 
Thou would'st have left her thus, I made her stay. 
I catchM my love, and wrung her by the hand, 
I took my love and set her on my knee, ^ 

And pullM her to me ; (Oh, you spoil my band. 
You hurt me, sir, pray let me go, quoth she. ' 
I'm glad, quoth I, that you have found. your tongue. 
And still my love I by the finger wrung. 
I ask'd her if she lov'd me ; she said, no. 
I bad her swear ; she straight calls for a book ; 
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Nay then, thought I, 'tis time to let her go, 
I ea8*d my knee, and from her cast a look. 
She leaves me wondering at these strange affairs. 
And like the wind she trips me up the stairs. 
I left the room below, and up I went, 
Finding her thrown upon her wanton bed : 
I avVd the cause of her sad discontent; 
Further she lies, and, making room, she said. 
Now, sweeting, kiss me, having time and place ; 
So clings me to her with a sweet embrace. 

Am, la't possible? I had not thought till now 
Thitt women could dissemble. Master Fuller, 
Here dwells the sacred mistress of my heart ; 
Before her door I'll frame a frivolous walk. 
And, spying her> with her devise some talk. 

Enter Young Master Arthur, Mistress Arthur, Old 
Master Arthur, Old Master Lusam, Young Master 
LusAM, and Pifkin. 

FuL What stir is thb? lef s step but out the way. 
And hear the utmost what these people say. 

O, Art. Thou art a knave, although thou be my son. 
Have I with care and trouble brought thee up. 
To be a staff and comfort to my age, 
A pillar to support me, and a crutch 
To lean on, in my second Infancy, 
And dost thou use me thus ? Thou art a knave. 

O, Lus. A knave, aye, marry, and an arrant knave. 
And, sirrah, by old Master Arthur's leave. 
Though I be weak and old, I'll prove thee one. 
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Y. Art. Sir, though it be my father's pleasure thus 
To wrong me with the scorned name of knave, 
I will not have you so ^uniliar. 
Nor so presume upon my patience. 

O. Lus. Speak, Master Arthur, is he not a knave ? 

O. Art, I say he is a knave. 

O. Lm, Then so say I. 

Y, Art. My feither may command my patience. 
But you, sir, that are but my father-in-law. 
Shall not so mock my reputation. 
Sir, you shall find I am an honest man. 

O. Lus. An honest man I 

F. Art, Aye, sir^ so I say. 

O. Lus. Nay, if you say so, I'll not be against it : 
But, sir, you might have us'd my daughter better. 
Than to have beat her,' spum'd her, rul'd at her 
Before our faces. ; 

O. Art. Aye, therein, son Arthur, 
Thou shew'dst thyself no better than a knave. 

O. Lus. Aye, marry^ did- he, I will stand to it ; 
To use my honest da,ughter in such sort. 
He shew'd himself no better than a knave. 

Y. Art. I say, again, I am an honest man ; 
He wrongs me that shall say the contrary. 

O, Lus, I grant, sir, that yo.u are an honest man. 
Nor will I say unto the contrary : 
But, wherefore do you use my daughter thus ? 
Can you accuse her of unchastity. 
Of loose demeanour, disobedience, or disloyalty ? 
Speak, what canst thou object against my daughter ? 
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O. Art, Accuse her ! here she stands ; spit in her face 
If she be guilty, in the least, of these. 

Mis. Art. O, father, be more patient ; if you wrong 
My honest husband, all the blame be mine. 
Because you do it only for my sake. 
I am his handmaid ; since it is his pleasure 
To use me thus, I am content therewith. 
And bear his checks and crosses pa^ntly. 

y. Art. If, in mine own house, I can have no peace, 
ril seek it elsewhere, and frequent it less. 
Father, Pm now past one and twenty years ; 
I'm past my father's pamp'ring, I suck not. 
Nor am I dandled on my mother's knee : 
Then, if you were my father twenty times. 
You shall not chuse, but let me be myself. 
Do I come home so seldom, and that seldom 
Am I thus baited ? Wife, remember this 1 
Father, farewell ! and, fiather-in-law, adieu 1 
Your son had rather fast, than feast with you. leant. 

O. Art. Well, go to, %vild oats 1 spendthrift I prodigal I 
I'll cross thy name quite from my reck'ning book : 
For these accoimts, 'faith, it shall scathe thee somewhat, 
I will not say what somewhat it shall be. 

O. Lus. And it shall scathe him somewhat of my purse : 
And, daughter, I will take thee home agun, 
Since thus he hates thy fellowship ; 
Be such an eye-sore to his sight no more ! 
I tell thee, thou no more ^halt trouble him. 

Mis. Art. Will you divorce whom God hath tied toge- 
ther? 
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Or break that knot, the sacred hand of heaven 
Made fast betwixt us ? Have you never read 
What a great curse was laid upon hia head 
That breaks the holy band of marriage. 
Divorcing husbands from their chosen wives ? 
Father, I will not leave my Arthur so ; 
Not all my friends can make me prove his foe. 
0, Art. I could say somewhat in my son's reproof. 
0. Lus. 'Faith, so could I. 
0, Art. But, 'till I meet him, I will let it pass. 
0. Lus. 'Faith, so will I. 

0. Art. Daughter, fetrewell I with weeping eyes I part; 
\^tness these tears, thy grief sits near my heart. 

0. Ijus. Weeps Master Arthur ? nay, then, let me cry ; 
His cheeks shall not be wet, and mine be dry. 

Mis. Art. Fathers, farewell I* spend not a tear for me. 
But, for my husband's sake, let these woes be. 
For when I weep, 'tis not for my own care. 
But fear, lest folly bring him to despur. 

[eweunt O. Art. and O. Lus. 
Y. Lus. Sweet saint ! continue still this patience. 
For' time will bring him to true penitence. 
Mirror of virtue ! thanks for my good cheer, 
A thousand thanks. 

Mff. Art. It is so much too dear ; 
But you are welcome for my husband's sake ; 
His guests shall have best welcome I can make. 
Y. Lus. Than marriage, nothing in the world more com- 
mon ; 
Nothing more rare than such a virtuous woman. [ej^it. 
Mis. Art. My husband in this humour, well I know. 
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Plays but the unthrift ; therefore, it behoves me 

To be the better housewife here at home ; 

To save and get, whilst he doth laugh and spend : 

Though for himself he riots it at large, 

My needle shall defray my household's charge. 

[she sits down to work in front of the house. 

FuL Now, Master Anselm, to her, step hot back; 
Bustle yourself, see where she sits at work';' 
Be not afraid, man ; she's but a woman. 
And women the most cowards seldom fear : 
Think but upon my former principles. 
And, twenty pound to a dream, you speed. 

Ans, Aye, say you so ? 

FuL Beware of blushing, sirrah. 
Of fear and too much eloquence ! 
Rail on her husband, his misusing her. 
And make that serve thee as an argument. 
That she may sooner yield to do him wrong. 
Were it my case, my love and I to plead, 
I hav't at fingers' ends : who could miss the clout 
Having so fair a white, such steady aim ; 
This is the upshot, now bid for the game. [Anselm advances. 

Ans. Fair nustress, God save ypu ! 

Ful. What a circumstance doth he begin with ; what an 
ass is he 
To tell her at the first that she was fair ; 
The only means to make her to be coy ! 
He should have rather told her she was foul. 
And brought her out of love quite with herself; 
And, being so, she would the less have car'd 
Upon whose secrets she had laid her love. 
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He hath almoit marr'd all with that word fiair. 

Ans. Mistress^ God save you ! 

Ful. What a block is that. 
To say, God save you ! is the fellow mad ? 
Once to name God in his imgodly suit. 

Mii. Art, You are welcome, sir. Come you to speak 
with me. 
Or with my husband ? pray you, what's your will? 

FuL She answers to the purpose ; what's your will ? 
O, zounds, that I were there to answer her. 

Ans, Mistress, my will is not so soon exprest. 
Without your special £eivour, and the promise 
Of love and pardon, if I speak amiss. 

Ful, O, ass ! O, dunce ! O, blockhead I that hath left 
The plain broad high way, and the readiest path. 
To travel roimd about by circumstance : 
He might have told his meaning in a word. 
And now hath lost his opportunity. 
Never was such a truant in love's school; 
I am asham'd that e'er I was his tutor. 

Mis, Art. Sir, you may freely speak, whate'er it be. 
So that your speech suiteth mth modesty. 

Ful, To this now could I answer passing well. 

Am, Mistress, I, pitying that so fair a creature — 

Ful, Still fair, and yet I wam'd the contrary. 

Ans, Should by a villain be so fouUy us'd, as you have 
been — 

Ful, Aye, that was well put in. 
If time and place were both convenient. 

Ant, Have made this bold intrusion, to present 
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My love and service to your sacred self. 

Ful. Indifferent^ that was not much amiss. 

MU. Art. Sir^ what you mean by service and by love 
I will not know ; but what you mean by villain, 
I fun would know. 

An$, That vUlain is your husband. 
Whose wrongs towards you are bruited through the land. 
O, can you suffer at a peasant's hands. 
Unworthy once to touch this silken skin. 
To be so rudely beat and buffeted ? 
Can you endure from such infectious breath, 
Able to blast your beauty^ to have natnes 
Of such impoison'd hate flung in your face ? 

FuL Q, that was good, nothing was good but that ; 
That was the lesson that I taught him last. 

Afu. O, can you hear your never tainted fame 
Wounded with words of shame and infamy? 
O, can you see your pleasures dealt away. 
And you to be debair'd all part of them. 
And bury it in deep oblivion ? 
Shall your true right be still contributed 
'Mongst hungry bawds, insatiate courtezans ? 
And can you love that villiun, by whose deed 
Your soul doth sigh, and your distressed heart bleed? 

Ful. All this as wdl as I could wish myself. 

Mii. Art, Sir, I have hewd thus long with patience ; 
If it be me you term a villain's wife. 
In sooth, you have mistook me all this while. 
And neither know my husband nor myself. 
Or else you know not man and wife is one. 
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If he be call'd a yillain, what is ahe^ 

Whose heart, and love, and soul, is one with him i 

lis pity that so &ir a gentleman 

Should fiall into such villains' company. 

0, sir, take heed, if yon regard your life. 

Meddle not with a TiUain or his wife. [eait, 

Ful, O, that same wwd villain hath, marr'd alL 

Am, Now where is your instruction ? where's the wench ? 
Where are my hopes? where your directions? 

FuL Why, man, in that word villain you marPd all. 
To come unto an honest wife, and call 
Her husband villain ! were she ne'er so bad. 
Thou might'st well think she would not brook that name. 
For her own credit, though no love to him. 
But leave not thus, but try some other mean ; 
Let not one way thy hopes make frustrate clean. 

Ans, I must persist my love against my wiU ; 
He, that knows all things, knows I prove this ill. [exeutU. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

A School, 

Enter Aminadab, with a rod in hit htmd^ and Boys, wUh their 
books, 

Amin, Come, boys, come, boys, vdhearse your parts, 
And then, ad prandmm ; jam. Jam, incipe ! 

\gt Boy, Forsooth, my lesson's torn out of my book. 

Amin, Qua caceris chartii deseruiae deeet, 
Tom from your book I 111 tear it from your breech. 
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How say you. Mistress Virga, wil^yoii suffer 

Hicpuer bene indolis, to tear 

Hb lessons, leaves, and lectures from his book ? 

Ut'Boy, Truly, forsooth, I lud it in my seat. 
While Robin Glade and I went into campis ; 
And when I came a^n, my book was torn. 

Amin. O, mus, a mouse ; was ever heard the like? 

1^/ Boy, O, domus, a house ; master^ I could not mend it. 

2nd Boy, 0,pedicului, a louse; I knew not how it came. 

Amin. All toward boys, good scholars of their times ; 
The least of these is past his accidence, 
Some at qui mihi ; here's not a boy 
But he can construe all the grammar rules. 
Sed ubi sunt sodales ? not yet come ? 
Those tarde venientes shall be whipt. 
Ubi est Pipkin ? where's that lazy knave ? 
He plays the truant every Saturday ; 
But Mistress V^ga, Lady Willowby, 
Shall teach him that diluculo iurgere 
Est saluberrimum : here comes the knave. 

Enter Pipkin. 

\stBoy. Tarde ^ tarde, tarde, 

2nd Boy, Tarde, tarde, tarde, 

Amin. Hue ades. Pipkin, reach a better rod ; 
Cur tarn tarde vents ^ speak, where have you been ? 
Is thi9 a time of day to come to school? 
Ubifuistif speak, where hast thou been ? 

Pip. Magister, quomodo vales ? 

Amin. Is that responsio fitting my demand? 
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Pip. Etiam cert^, you ask me where I have beeb, and I 
say quomodo vales, as much as to say, come out of the ale- 
house. 

Amin. Untruss, imtruss ! nay, help him, help him ! 

Pip. Quaao, preceptor, quaso, for God's sake do not 
whip me : 
Quid est grammatica ? 

Amin, Not whip you, quid est grammatica, what's that ? 

Pip. Grammatica est, that if I untruss'd, you must needs 
whip me upon them, quid est grammatica, 

Amin, Why, then, die mihi, speak, where hast thoii 
been ? 

P^, Forsooth, my mistress sent me of an errand to 
fetch my master from the Exchange ; we had stnmgers at 
home at dinner, and, but for them, I had not come tarde ; 
qtuBso preceptor, 

Amin, Construe your lesson, parse it, ad unguem et con- 
demnato too, I'll pardon thee. - 

Pip. That I will, master, an' if youll give me leave. 

Amin. Propria qute maribus tribuuntur mascula dicas ; 
ewpone, ewpone. 

Pip. Construe it, master, I will 5 dicas, they say, pro- 
pria, the proper man, qua maribus, that loves marrow 
bones, mascula, miscall'd me. 

Amn. A pretty, quunt, and new construction. 

Pip. I warrant you, master, if there be marrow bones 
in my lesson, I am an old dog at them. How construe you 
this, master, rostra disertus amat? 

Amin. Disertus, a desert, amat, doth love, rostra, roast 
meat. 
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Pip. A g6od construetioii on an empty stomach. Mas- 
ter, now I have construed my lesson, my mistress would 
pray you to let me cpme home to go of an errand. 

Amin. Your tres sequuntur, and away. 

Pip. Cants a hog, rana a dog, porous a frog, 
Abeundum est mihi, [earit, 

Amin, Yours, sirrah, too, and then ad pran^m. 

\st Boy, Apis a bed, §^enu a knee, Fuicanus, Doctor Dee : 
Figinti minus usus est mihi, 

Amin. By Juno^s lip and Saturn's thumb 
It Mras bonus, bona, bonum. 

2nd Boy. Fitrum, glass, spica, grass, tu es asinus, you 
are an ass. Precor tibifeUcem noctem. 

Amin, Clauditejam libros, pueri, sat prate bibistis. 
Look, when you come agun, you tell me ubifuistis. 
He that minds trish-trash, and will not ha?e care of his 

rodisf. 
Him I will be-lish-lash, and have a fling at his j^otfur. 

[eweuntBoys. 

Enter Young Master Arthur. 

y. Art. A pretty wench, a passing pretty wench, 
A sweeter duck all London cannot yidd ; 
She cast a glance on me as I pass'd by. 
Not Helen had so ravishii^ an eye. 
Here is the pedant. Sir Aminadab, 
I will enquire of him if he can tell. 
By any circumstance, whose wife she is : 
Such fellows commonly have intercourse* 
Without suspicion, where we are debarred. 
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God save you, gentle Sir Aminadab ! 

Amin. Salve tu quoque ! would you speak with me ? 
You are, I take it, and let me not lie. 
For, as you know, mentiri nan est meum. 
Young Master Arthur ; quid vis, what will you ? 

Y, Art. You are a man I much rely upon ; 
There is a pretty wench dweUs in this street 
That keeps no shop, nor is not public known : 
At the two posts, next turning of the lane, 
I saw her from a window looking out ; 
could you tell me how to come acquainted 
Mth that sweet lass, you should command me, sir, 
Bven to the utmost of my life and power. 

Amin. Dii horn, boni I 'tis my love he means ; 
But I will keep it from this gentleman, 
And so, I hope, make trial of my love. 

y. Art, If I obtain her, thou shalt win thereby 
More than at this time I will promise thee. 
Amin, Quando venis apitt, I shall have two horns on my 

caput. 
Y, Art. What if her husband come and find one there ? 
Amin. Nuncquam time, never fear. 
She is unmarried, I sw&r. 
But, if I help you to the deed, 
Tu vis narrare how you speed* 
Y. Art, Tell how I speed ? aye, sir, I will to you : 
. Then presently about it. Many thanks 
For this great kindness. Sir Aminadab. 

Amin. If my puella prove a drab, 
111 be reveng'd on both : ambo shall die ; 
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Shall die I by what ? for ego I 

Have never handled, I thank God, 

Other weapon than a rod; 

I dare not fight for all my speeches. 

Sed cave, if I take him thus. 

Ego sum ejppers at untross. [e^teuni. 

SCENE II. 
A Room in Justice Reason's House. 

Enter Justice Reason, Old Master Arthur, Old Master 
LusAM, Mistress Arthur, Young Master Lusam, and Hugh. 

O. Art, We, master Justice Reason, come about 
A serious matter that concerns us near. 

O, Lus, Aye, marry, doth it, sir, concern us near; 
Would God, sir, you would take some order for it. 

O, Art. Why, look ye. Master Lusam, you are such 
another. 
You will be talking what concerns us near. 
And know not why we come to Master Justice. 

O. Lui. How, know not I ? 

O. Art, No, sir, not you. 

O, Lus, Well, I know somewhat, though I know not that ; 
Then on, I pray you. 

Justice, Forward, I pray, yet the case is plain. 

O, Art, Why, sir, as yet you do not know the case. 

O, Lus, Well, he knows somewhat; forward. Master 
Arthur. 

O, Art. And, as I told you,^ my unruly son 
Once having bid his wife home to my house. 
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There took occasion to be much a^griev'd 
About some household matters of his own. 
And, in plaun terms, they fell in controversy. 

O. Lu8, Tis true, sir, I was there the self-same time. 
And I remember many of the words. 

O. Jrt, Lord, what a man are you ! you were not there 
That time ; as I remember, you were rid 
Down to the North, to see some friends of yours. 

O, Lfu, Well, I was somewhere ; forward. Master 
Arthur. 

Justice. All this is well ; no fault is to be found 
In either of the parties 5 pray, say on. 

O. Art, Why, sir, I have not nam'd the parties yet. 
Nor touch'd the fault that is complain'd upon. 

O. bus. Well, you touch'd somewhat j forward. Master 
Arthur. 

O. Art, And, as I said, they fell in controversy : 
My son, not like a husband, gave her words 
Of great reproof, despite, and contumely. 
Which she, poor soul, digested patiently; 
This was the first time of their falling out. 
As I remember, at the self-same time 
One Thomas, the Earl of Surrey's gentleman, 
Din'd at my table. 

O. Lu8. O, I knew him well. 

O. Art. You are the strangest man ; this gentleman. 
That I speak of, I am sure you never saw j 
He came but lately from beyond the sea. 

O. Lu$, Fm sure I know one Thomas; — ^forward, sir. 

ft/tf«/tV^. And is this all? make me a mtV/fmr««, 
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And send the offender straightways to the jail. 

O, Art, First know the offender j how began the .strife 
Betwixt this gentlewoman and my son^ 
Since when, sir, he hath us*d her not like one 
That should partake his bed, but like a slave. 
My coming was, that you, bdng in office 
And in authority, should call before you 
My unthrift son, to give him some advice. 
Which he will take better from you than me. 
That am his father. Here's the gentlewoman. 
Wife to my son, and daughter to this man. 
Whom I perforce compell'd to live with us. 

Juitice* All this is well ; here is your son, you say. 
But she that is his wife you cannot find. 

Y, Lu$* You do mistake, sir, here's the gentlewoman ; 
It is her husband that will not be found. 

Justice, Well, all is ote, for man and wife are one ; 
But is this all ? 

F. Lu8* Aye, all that you can say, 
i\nd much more than you can well put gS. 

Justice. Nay, if the case appear thus evident. 
Give me a cup of wine : What ! man and wife 
To disagree I I pr'ythee, fill my cup; 
I could say somewhat: tut, tut, by this wine, 
I promise you 'tis good canary sack. 

Mix, Art, Fathers, you do me open violence. 
To bring my naipe in question, and produce 
This gentleman and others here to witness 
My husband's shame in open audience ; 
What may my husband think when he shall know 
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I went unto the Justice to complain : i 

Bat Master Justice here, more wise than you. 
Says little to the matter, knowing well 
His office is no whit concerned herein ; 
Therefore, with fevor, I will take my leave. 

Juitice. The woman saith but reason. Master Arthur, 
And, therefore, give her licence to depart. 

O. Lms, Here is dry justice, not to bid us drink ; 
Hark thee, my friend, I pr'ythee lend thy cup ; 
Now, Master Justice, hear me but one word ; 
You think this woman hath had little wrong. 
But, by this wine which I intend to drink — 

Justice. Nay, save your oath, I pray you do not swear. 
Or if you swear, take not too deep an oath. 

O, Lus, Content you, I may take a lawfid oath 
Before a Justice ; therefore, by this wine — 

y. Lus, A profound oath, well sworn, and deeply took ; 
lis better thus than swearing on a book. 

O, Lus. My daughter hath been wronged exceedingly. 

Justice, O, sir, I wonld have credited these words 
Without this oath : but bring your daughter hither, 
That I may give her counsel ere yon go. 

O. Lus. Marry, God's blessing on your heart for that I 
Daughter, give ear to Justice Reason's words. 

Justice. Good woman, or good wife, or mistress, if you 
have done amiss, it should seem you have done a fault, and 
making a fault, there's no question but you have done 
amiss : but if you walk uprightly, and neither lead to the 
right hand nor the left, no question but you have neither 
led to the right hand nor the left, but, as a man should 
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say, walked uprightly ; but it should appear by these plain« 
tiffs, that you have had some wrong: if you love your 
spouse entirely, it should seem you affect him fervently ; 
and if he hate you monstrously, it should seem he loaths 
you most exceedingly, and there's the point at which I will 
leave, for the time passes away: therefore, to conclude, 
this is my best counsel, look that thy husband so fall in^ 
that hereafter you never fall out. 

O. Iau. (xood counsel, passing good instruction ; 
Follow it, daughter. Now, I promise you, 
I have not heard such an oration 
This many a day. What remains to do ? 

F. Lm, Sir, I was callM as witness to this matter, 
I may be gone for ought that I can see. 

Justice. Nay, stay, my friend, we must examine you. 
What can you say concerning this debate 
Betwixt young Master Arthur and his wife ? 

F. Lus. 'Faith, just as much, I think, as you can say. 
And that's just nothing. 

Justice. How, nothing ? Come, depose him ; take his oath ; 
Swear him, I say ; take his confession. 

O. Art. What can you say, sir, in this doubtful case? * 

Y. Lus. Why, nothing, sir. 

Justice. We cannot take him in contrary tales. 
For he says nothing still, and that same nothing 
Is that which we have stood on all this while ; 
He hath confest even all, for all is nothing. 
This is your witness, he hath ^dtness'd nothing. 
Since nothing, then, so plainly is confess'd. 
And we, by cunning answers and by wit. 
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Haye wronglitliim to confess nothing to us. 
Write his confession. 

0, Art. Why, what should we write ? 

Justice. Why, nothing : heard yon not as well as I 
What he confess'd 1 I say, write nothing down. 
Mistress, we have dismiss'd you ; love your husband ; 
Which, wlukt you do, you shall not hate your husband. 
Bring him before mei I will urge him with 
This gentleman's express confesrion 
Against you ; send him to me ; I'll not ixX 
To keep just nothing in my memory. 
And, sir, now that we have examined you. 
We, likewise, here discharge you with good leave. 
Now, Master Arthur, and Master Lusam too. 
Come in with me ; unless the man were here. 
Whom most especially the cause concerns. 
We cannot end this quarrel : but come near. 
And we will taste a glass of our March beer. [ejieuMi. 

SCENE III. 

A Room in Mistress Mark's House, 

Enter Mistress Mary, Mistress Splay, and Bsabo. 

Mis. Ma. I pr'ythee, tell me, Brabo, what planet, think'st 
thou, govem'd at my conception, that I Bve thus openly to 
tbe worid I 

Bra. Two planets reign'd at once ; Venus, that's you. 
And Mars, that's I, were in conjunction. 

Mis. Splay. Pr'ythee, pr'ythee, in fidth, that conjunction 
copulative is that part of speech that I live by. 
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Bra. Ha, ha 1 to see the world ! we swaggerers. 
That live by oaths and big-mouth'd menaces. 
Are now reputed for: the tallest men : 
He that hath now a black mustachio 
Reaching from ear to ear, or turning up, 
Punctoreverso, bristling towards the eye; 
He that can hang two handsome tools at his side. 
Go in disguis'd attire, wear iron enough. 
Is held a tall man, and a soldier. 
He that, with greatest grace, can swear gogs-zounds ! 
Or, in a tavern, make a drunken fray. 
Can cheat at dice, swagger in bawdy houses. 
Wear velvet on his face, and, with a grace. 
Can face it out with, — as I am a soldier ! 
He that can clap his sword upon the board. 
He's a brave man ; and such a man am I. 

Mis. Ma, She that with kisses can both kill and cure. 
That lives by love, that swears by nothing else 
But by a kiss, which is no common oath ; 
That lives by lying, and yet oft tells truth j 
That takes most pleasure when she takes most pains ; 
She's a good wench, my boy, and so am I. 

Mis, Splay\ She that is past it, and prays for them that 
may — 

Bra, Is an old bawd, as you are. Mistress Splay. 

Mis, Splay, O, do not name that name ; do you not know 
That I could ne'er endure to hear that name ? 
But, if your man would leave us, I would read 
The lesson that last night I promis'd you. 

Mis. Ma. I pr'ythee, leave us, we would be alone. 
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Bra, And will, and must : if you bid me begone> 
I will withdraw, and draw on any he 
That in the world's mde round dare cope with me. 
Mistress, farewell 1 to none I never sp^ 
So kind a word. My salutations are^ 
Farewell, and be han^d ! or, in the devil's name ! 
What they have been, my many frays can tell; 
You cannot fight ; therefore, to you, fieirewell ! [exit. 

Mis. Ma. O, this same swaggerer is the bulwark of my 
reputation. 
But, Mistress Splay, now to your lecture that you promised 
me. " - 

Mis. Splay. Daughter, attend, for I will tell thee now 
What, in my young days, I myself have tried; 
Be rul'd by me, and I will make the^ rich. 
Vou, God be prcdsM, are feir, and, as they say. 
Full of good parts ; you. have been often try'd 
To be a woman of good carriage. 
Which, in my mind, is very commendable. 

Mis. Ma. It is, indeed ; forward, good Mother Splay. - 

Mis. Splay. And, as I told you, being fair, I wish. 
Sweet daughter, you were as fortunate. 
When any suitor comes to ask thy love. 
Look not into his words, but into his sleeve ; 
If thou canst learn what language his purse speaks. 
Be rul'd by that, that's golden eloquence. 
Money can make a slavering tongue speak plain. 
If he that loves thee be deform'd and rich, ,-. - 

Accept his love, gold hides deformity. 
Gold can make limping Vulcan walk upright ; 
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Make sqniat eyes straight, a crabbed face look amooth ; 
Gilds copper noses, makes them look like gold ; 
Fills age's wrinkles up, and makes a fisce. 
As old as Nestor's, look as young as Cupid's. 
If thou wilt arm thyself agunst all shifts. 
Regard all men according to their gifts. 
This, if thou practice, thou, when I am dead, 
MTilt say. Old Mother Splay soft hiid thy head. 

Enter Young Master Arthur. 

Mi$, Ma. Soft, who comes here ? begone, good Mistress 
Splay; 
Of thy rules' practice tMs is my first day. 

Mis. Splay. God, for thy passion 1 what a beast am I, 
To scare the bird that to the net would fly ! [ewit. 

Y. Art. By your leave, mistress. 

Mis. Ma. What to do, master? 

F. Art. To give me leave to love you. 

Mis. Ma. I had rather afford you some love to leave me. 

Y. Art. I would you would as soon love me, as I could 
leave you. 

Mis. Ma. I pray you, what are you, sir? 

y. Art. A man, I'll assure you. 

Mis. Ma. How should I know that? 

Y. Art. Try me, by my word, for I say I am a man ; 
Or, by my deed, I'll prove myself a man. 

Mis. Ma. Are you not Master Arthur ? 

Y. Art. Not Master Arthur, but Arthur, and your ser- 
vant, sweet Mistress Mary. 



y Google 



A GOOD Wife from a bad. 37 

MU^ Ma, Not Mistress Mary, but Mary, and your haUid- 
maid, sweet Master Arthur. 

Y,Art, That I lore you, let my face tell you ; that I love 
you more than ordinarily, let this kiss testify; and that I 
love you fervently and entirely, ask this gift, and see what 
it will answer you. Myself, my pur8e> and all, being wholly 
at your service. 

Mii, Ma, That I take your love in good part, my thanks 
shall speak for me ; that I am pleased with your kiss, this 
interest of another shall certify yoU ; and that I accept 
your gift, my prostrate service and self shall witness with 
me. . My love> my lips, and sweet self, are at your service : 
wilt please you to come near, sir ? 

Y. Art, O, that my wife were dead! here would I make 
My second choice : would she Were buriedl 
From out her grave this mangold should grow. 
Which, in my nuptiids, I would wear with pride. 
Die shall she, I have doom'd her destiny. 

MU, Ma. 'Us news. Master ArthuF^ to see you in such a 
place : 
How doth your wife ? 

y. Art, 'Faith, Mistress Mary, at the point of death. 
And long she cannot live i she shidl not live 
To trouble me in this my secotid ehc»ce« 

Enter Aminadab, with a biU and head-piece. 

Mis, Ma, I pray forbear, sir> foF here come« my love : 
Good sir, for this time lelive Oxb ; by this kiss. 
You cannot ask the question at my hands 
I will deny you : pray you, get you gone* 
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y. Art. Farewell, sweet Mistress Mary ! [emt. 

Mi$, Ma, Sweet, adieu 1 

Amin, Stand to me, bill ! and, head-piece, sit thou close ! 
I hear my love, my woich, my duck, my dear. 
Is sought by many stdtors ; but, with this, 
rU keep the door, and eater he that dare ! 
Virga, be gone, thy twigs 111 turn to steel ; 
These fingers, that were expert in the jerk. 
Instead of lashing of the trembling /mm/^ot, 
Must learn pash and knock, and beat and mall. 
Cleave pates, and caputs ; he that enters here 
Comes on his death ! mors mortis he shall taste. 

[he hides himself- 

Mis. Ma. Alas, poor fool ! the pedant's mad for love ! 
Thinks me more mad that I wq}ild marry him. 
He's come to watch me with a rusty bill. 
To keep my friends away by force of arms : 
I will not see him, but stand still aside. 
And here observe him what he means to do. 

Amin, O, utinam, that he that loves her best. 
Durst offer but to touch her in this i^ace ! 
Per Jovem et Junonem ! hoc 
Shall pash his coxcomb such a knock. 
As that his soul his- course shall take 
To Limbo, and Avernus' lake. 
In vain I watch in this dark hole; 
Would any living durst my manhood try. 
And offer to come up the stairs this wi£y ! 

Mis, Ma, O, we should see you make a goodly fhiy. 

Amin. The wench I here watch mth my bill. 
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AnkOf amas, amavi ^till. 

Qui audet — ^let him come that dare ! 

Death/ hell^ and limbo be his share ! 

Enter Brabo with hU sword in Ms hand, 

i 
Bra, Where's Mistress Mary ? never a post here, 

A bar of iron, 'gainst which to try my sword? 

Now, by my beard, a dainty piece of steel. 

Amin, O, Jove, what a qualm is this I feel 1 

Bra, Come hither. Mall, is none here but we two? 
When didst thou see the starveling school-master? that 
rat, that shrimp, that spindle-shank, that wren, that sheep- 
biter, that lean chitty-face, that famine, that lean envy, that 
all-bones, that bare anatomy, that Jack-a-Lent, that ghost, 
that shadow, that moon in the wane. 

Amin. I wail in woe, I plunge in pain. 

Bra, When next I iind him here. 111 hang him up. 
Like a dried sausage, in the chimney's top : 
That stock-fish, that poor John, that gut of men ! 

Amin. O that I were at home again ! 

Bra, When he comes next, turn him into the streets. 
Now, come, let's dance the shaking of the sheets. 

[eofeunt Mistress Mary and Brabo, 

Amin. Qui, qu^, quod, hence, boisterous bill! come, gen- 
tle rod ! 
Had not grimalkin stampM and star'd, 
Aminadab had little car'd; 
Or if, instead of this brown bill, 
I had kept my mistress Virga still. 
And he upon another's back. 
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His points untruss'd, his breeches slack ; 

My countenance he should not dash. 

For I am expert in the lash. 

But my sweet lass my love doth fly» 

Which shall make me by poison die. 

Perfidem, I will rid my life, 

Either by poison, sword, or knife. [«?j?iV. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Room m Young Arthur's House. 

EfUer Mistress Arthur and Pipkin. 

Mis, Art, Sirrah! when saw you your master? 

Pip. 'Faith, mistress, when I last look'd upon him. 

Mis,. Art. And when was that? 

Pip, When I beheld him. 

Mis. Art. And vdien was that? 

Pip. Marry, when he was in my sight, and that was yes- 
terday ; since when I saw not my master, nor lookM en 
my master, nor beheld my master, nor had any sight of 
my master. 

Mis, Art. W4ts he not at my father-in-law's ? 

Pip, Yes, marry, was he. 

Mis, Art. Didst thou not entreat him to come home ? 

Pip. How should I, mistress? be came not there to-day. 

Mis. Art. Didst thou not say he was there ? 

Pip. True, mistress, he was there, but I did not tell ye 
when ; he hath been there divers times, but not of late. 
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Afts, Art. About your business ! here Pll sit and wait 
His coming home, tbo' it be ne'er so late. 
Noiir^ once again> go look him at the 'Change, 
Or at the church with Sir Aminadab. 
Tis told me they use often conference $ 
When that is done, get you to school again. 

Pip, I had rather play the truimt at home, than go seek 
my master at school : let me see, what age am I ? some 
four and twenty, and how have I profited ? I was five years 
learning to crish cross* from great A, and five years longer 
coming to F ; there I stuck some three years before I could 
come to Q ; and so, in process of time, I came to e per se e, 
and com per se, and tittle i then I got to a, e, i, o, u ; after, 
to our father ; and, in the sixteenth year of my age and the 
fifteenth of my going to school, I am, in good time, gotten 
to a noun, by the same token there my hose went down ; 
then I got to a verb, there I began first to have a beattl ; 
then I came to Uti^ itia, istud, there my master whipp'd 
me 'till he fetch'd the blood, and so forth : so that now I 
am become the greatest scholar in the school, for I am 
bigger than two or three of them. But I am gone; fare- 
weU, mistress ! [e^t., 

SCENE IL 

The Street. 

Enter Ansblm ami Fuller. 

Ful, Love none at all, they will forswear themselves. 
And when you urge them with it, their replies 

• Chritt-eross, the alphabet 
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Are^ that Jove laughs at lovers' perjuries. 

Ans. You told me of a jest concemii]^ that ; 
I pr'ythee, let me hear it. 

Ful That thou shalt. 
My mistress in a humour had protested^ 
That above all the world she lov'd me best $ 
Saying, with suitors she was oft molest«d^ 
And she had lodg'd her heart within my breast ; 
And sware (but me) both by her mask and fan, 
She never would so much as name a man. 
Not name a man ? quoth I ; yet be advis'd ; 
Not love a man but me ! let it be so. 
You shall not think, quoth she, my thought's disguis'd 
In flattering language, or dissembling show ; 
I say again, and I know what I do, 
I vrill not name a man alive but you. 
Into her house I came at unaware. 
Her back was to me, and I was not seen ; 
I stole behind her 'till I had her fair. 
Then with my hands I closed both her een ; 
She, blinded thus, beginneth to bethink her 
Which of her loves it was that did "hoodwink her. 
First she begins to guess and name a man 
That I well knew, but she had known for better; 
The next I never did suspect till then : 
Still of my name I could not hear a letter; 
Then mad, she did name Robin, and then James, 
Till she had reckon'd up some twenty names ; 
At length, when she had counted up a score. 
As one among the rest, she hit on me; 
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I ask'd her if she could not reckon more. 
And pluck'd away my hands to let her see; 
But, when she look'd back, and saw me behind her. 
She blush'd, and ask'd if it were I did blind her ? 
And since I sware, both by her mask and fan. 
To trust no she tongue that can name a man. 

Ans. Your great oath hath some exceptions : 
But to our former purpose ; yon is Mistress Arthur ; 
We will attempt another kind of wooing. 
And make her hate her husband if we can. 

Ful. But not a word of passion or of love ; 
Have at her now to try her patience. 

^la^er Mistress Arthur. 

God save you, mistress ! 

Mis. Art. You are welcome, sir. 

FuL I pray you, where's your husband ? 

Mi$. Art, Not within. 

Ans, Who, Master Arthur ? him I saw even now 
At Mistress Mary's, the brave courtezan's. 

Mi$. Art, Wrong not my husband's reputation so ; 
I neither can nor will believe you, sir. 

Ful. Poor gentlewoman ! how much I pity you ; 
Your husband is become her only guest : 
He lodges there, and daily diets there. 
He riots, revels^ and doth all things ; 
Nay, he is held the Master of Misrule, 
'Mongst a most loathed and abhorred crew : 
And can you, being a woman, suffer this ? 

Mii, Art. Sir, sir ! I understand you well enough : 
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Admit my husband doth frequent that house 
Of such dishonest usage ; I suppose 
He doth it but in zeal to bring them home. 
By his good counsel, from that course of sin ; 
And, like a Christian, seeing them asti^y 
In the broad path that to damnation leads. 
He useth thither to direct their feet 
Into the narrow way that guides to heaven. 
Am. Was ever woman gullM so palpably ! 
But, Mistress Arthur, think you as you say ? 

Mis. Art. Sir, what I think, I think, and ^hat I say 
I would I could enjoin you to believe. 

Am. 'Faith, Mistress Arthur, I am sorry for you ; 
And, in good sooth, I wish it lay in me 
To remedy the least part of these wrongs 
Your unkind husband dwly proffers you. 

MU. Art. You are deceived, he is not unkind ; 
Although he bear an outward face of hate. 
His heart and soul are both assured mine. 

Am. Fie, Mistress Arthur ! take a better spirit ; 
Be not so timorous to rehearse your wrongs : 
I say, your husband haunts bad company. 
Swaggerers, cheaters, wanton courtezans ; 
There he defiles his body, itains his soul. 
Consumes his wealth, undoes himself and you. 
In danger of diseases, whose vile names 
Are not for any honest mouths to speak. 
Nor any chaste ears to receive and hear. 
O he will bring that face, admir*d for beauty, 
To be more loathed than a lep'rous skin ! 
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Divorce yourself now wbilst the clouds grow black ; 
Prepare yourself a shelter for the storm ; 
Abandon his most loathed fellowship : 
You are young, mistress ; will you lose your youth ? 
Mis. Art, Tempt no more, devil I thy deformity 
Hath chang'd itself into an angeFs shi^. 
But yet I know thee by thy qourse of speech : 
Thou get'st an apple to betray poor Eve, 
Whose outside bears a show of pleasant fruit i 
But the vile branch on which this apple grew. 
Was that which drew poor Eve from Paradise. 
Thy Syren's soug could make me drown myself. 
But I am tied unto the mast of truth. 
Admit my husband be inclin'd to vice, 
My virtues may, in time, recall him home ; 
But^ if we both should desp'rate nm to sin. 
We should abide certain destruction. 
Bat he's like one, that, over a sweet face, 
Pats a deformed vizard ; for his soul 
Is free from any such intents of ill : 
Only to try my patience he puts on 
An ugly shape of black intemperance ; 
Therefore tMs blot of shame which he now wear^ 
I mth my prayers will purge, wash with my tears. [exU, 

Am. Fuller ! 

FfU. Anselm! 

Am. How lik'st thou this I 

Ful. As school-boys jerics, apes, whips, as lions cocks. 
As Furies do fasting days, and devils crosses. 
As maids to have thdr marriage days put off; 
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I like it as the thing I most do loath. 

What wilt thou do ? for shame, persist no more 

In this extremity of frivolous love. 

I see, my doctrine moves no precise ears 

But such as are professed inamoratos. 

Am. O, IshaUdie! 

FuL Tushi live to laugh a little : 
Here's the best subject that thy love affords ; 
Listen awhile and hear this : ho, boy ! speak. 

Enter Aminadab. 

Amin, As inpresenti, thou loath'st the gift I sent thee ; 
Nolo plus tarry, but die for the beauteous Mary ; 
Fain would I die by a sword, but what sword shall I die by? 
Or by a stone, what stone ? nullus lapis jacet ibi. 
Knife I have none to sheath in my breast, or empty my 

full veins; 
Here's no wall or post which I can soil with my bruis'd 

brains ; 
First will I, therefore, say two or three creeds and ave 

marips. 
And after go buy a poison at the apothecary's. 

FuL I pr'y thee, Anselm, but observe this fellow ; 
Do'st not hear him ? he would die for love ; 
That mis-shap'd love thou would'st condemn in him, 
I see in thee : I pr'ythee, note him well. 

Ans» Were I assured that I were such a lover, 
I should be with myself quite out of love : 
I pr'ythee, let's persuade him still to live. 

FuL That were a dangerous case ; perhaps the fellow, 
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In desperation, would, to sooth us up. 
Promise repentant recantation. 
And, after, fall into that desperate course. 
Both which I will prevent with policy. 

Amin, O, death! come with thy dart! come, death 
when I bid thee ! 
MoTM vent, vent mors ! and from this misery rid me; 
She whom I lov'd, whomi lov'd, even she, my sweet pretty 

Mary, 
Doth but flout, and mock, and jest, and dissimulary. 

Ful, I'll fit him finely ; in this paper is 
The juice of mandrake, by a doctor made. 
To cast a man, whose leg should be cut off. 
Into a deep, a cold, and senseless sleep ; 
Of such approved operation. 
That whoso takes it, is for twice twelve hours 
Breathless, and to all men's judgements past all sense ; 
This will I give the pedant but in sport ; 
For when 'tis known to take effect in him. 
The world will but esteem it as a jest ; 
Besides, it may be a means to save his life. 
For being perfect poison, as it seems 
His meaning is, some covetous slave for coin 
Will sell it him, though it be held by law 
To be no better than flat felony. 

Ant. Uphold the jest ; but he hath spy'd us ; peace ! 

Afhin, Gentles, God save you ! 
Here is a man I have noted oft, most leam'd in physic. 
One man he help'd of the cough, another he heal'd of the 
pthysic. 
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And I will board him thus, Mhe^ o sahe, magkier ! 

Fuh Grattu mihi advents ! quid meeum viif 

Amin, Optatum vemi; pmteU te voh, 

FuL Si quid industrim n»itra Mi faciei, die, qmeso, 

Amin, Attend me, sir;^ — ^I have a simple house. 
But, as the learned Diogenes saith 
In his epistle to Tertullian, 
It is extremely troubled with great rats ; 
I have no mus puss, nor grey-ey'd cat. 
To hunt them out O, could your learned art 
Shew me a means how I nught poisim them, 
T\tus dum suus, Sir Aminadab. 

FuL With all my heart ; I am no rat catcher ; 
But, if you need a poison, here is that 
Will pepper both your dogs, and rats, and cats : 
Nay, spare your purse, I give this in good wiU, 
And, as it proves, I pray you send to me. 
And let me know : would you aught else witl\ me f 

Amin. Mimme quidem ; hsre*s that you say will take 
them; 
A thousand thanks, sweet ur ; I s&y to you. 
As Tully in his iEsop's Fables said. 
Ago tibi gratioM ; so farewell ! vtde ! [eatit. 

Ful, Adieu I Come, let us go ; I long to see 
WTiat the event of this new jest will be. 

Enier YouMO Arthur. 

Y.Art, Good morrow, gentlemen; saw you not this 
way. 
As you were walking, Sir Aminadab ? 
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Am, Master Arthur^ as I take it. 
y. Art, Sir, the same. 

Am. Sir, I desire your more familiar lo?e : 
Would I could bid myself unto your house, 
^or I have wish'd for your acquaintance long. 
/ F. Art, Sweet Master Anselm, I desire yours too ; 
, Wil] you come dine with me at home to-morrow ? 
You shall be welcome, I assure you, sir. 

Am, I fear, sir, I shall prove too bold a guest. 

F. Art, You shall be welcome, if you bring your friend. 

FuL O Lord, sir, we shall be too troublesome 

Y, Art, Nay, now I will enforce a promise from you : 
Shall I expect you ? 

FuL Yes, with all my heart. 

Am. a thousand thanks. Yonder's the schoolmaster. 
So, 'till to-morrow, twenty times farewell. 

Y, Art, I double all your farewells twenty fold. 

Am, O this acquaintance was well scrap'd of me ; 
By this, my love to-morrow I shall see. 

[eaeunt AMchn and Fuller, 

Enter Aminadab. 

Amin, This poison shall by force expel 
Amorem, love, in/ernum, hell. 
Per hoc venenum, ego, I 
For my sweet lovely lass will die. 

Y, Art, What do I hear of poison ? which sweet means 
Must make me a brave frolic widower. 
It seems the doating fool, being forlorn. 
Hath got some compound mixture, in despair. 
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To end his desperate fortunes and his life ; 

Pil get it from him, and with this make way 

To my wife's night and to my love's fair day. 
Amin, In nomine damini, friends, fafewell ! 

I know death conies, here's such a smell! 

Pater et mater, father and mother, 

Frater et ioror, sister and brother. 

And my sweet Mary, not these drugs 

Do send me to the infernal bugs. 

But thy unkindness ; so, adieu 1 

Hob-goblins, now I come to you. 

F. Ah, Hold, man, I say ! what will the madman do? 
[takes away the supposed poison. 
Aye, have I got thee ? thou shalt go with me : [aside. 

No more of that; fie. Sir Minadab, 
Destroy yourself ! If I but hear hereafter 
You practice such rijvenge upon yourself. 
All yout friends shall know that for a wench, 
A paltry wench, you would have kill'd yourself. 

Amtn, O tace, queeso ; do not name 
This frantic deed of mine, for shame. 
My sweet magister, not a word ; 
I'll neither drown me in a ford. 
Nor give my neck such a scope, 
T' embrace it with a hempen rope ; 
I'll die no way 'till nature will me. 
And death come with his dart and kill me. 
If what is past you will conceal. 
And nothing to the world reveal ; 
Nay, as Quintillian said of yore. 
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111 Strive to kill myself ho more. 
F. Art On that conditioii I'll conceal this deed : 

To-morroWy pray> come and dine with me ; 

Fori have many strangers; 'mongst the rest. 

Some are desirous of your company. 

Vou will not foil me ? 
Amin, No, in sooth ; 

I'll try the sharpness of my tooth ; 

Instead of poison, I will eat 
Rabbits, capons, and such meat ; 
And, so, as Pythagoras says. 
With wholesome fare prolong my days : 
But, sir, will nustress Mall be there ? 
y. Art, She shall, she shall, man, never fear. 
Amin. Then my spirit becomes stronger. 
And I will live «nd stretch longer ; 
For Ovid said, and did not lie. 
That poison'd men do often die : 
But poison henceforth I'll not eat. 
Whilst I can other victuals get. 
To-morrow, if you make ar feast. 
Be sure, sir, I will be your guest. 
But keep my counsel, vale tu ! 
And, 'till to-morrow, sir, adieu ! 
At your table I will prove 
If I can eat away my love. [e/»it, 

Y. Art. O, I am glad I have thee ; now devise 
A way how to bestow it cunningly ; 
It shall be thus : to-morrow. 111 pretend 
A reconcilement 'twixt my wife and me. 
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And, to that end, I will invite thus many . — 

First, Justice Reason, as the chief man there ; 

My father Arthur, Old Lusam, Young Lusam; ]Vf aster 

Fuller, 
And Master Anselm, I have bid already ; 
Then will I have my lovely Mary too. 
Be it but to spite my wife before she die ; 
For die she shall before to-morrow night. 
The operation of this poison is 
Not suddenly to kill; they that take it 
Fall in a sleep, and then 'tis past recure. 
And this will I put in her cup to-morrow. 

Enter Pipkin, running, 

Pip, This 'tis to have such a master ! I have sought him 
at the 'Change, at the school, at every place, but I cannot 
find him no where. O, cry mercy ! my mistress would in- 
treat you to come home. 

y. Art, I cannot come to-night ; some urgent business 
Will all this night employ me otherwise. 

Pip. I believe, my mistress would con you as much 
thank to do that business at home as abroad. 

F. Art. Here, take my purse, and bid my wife provide 
Good cheer agunst to-morrow; there will be 
Two or three strangers of my late acqusdntance. 
Sirrah, go you to Justice Reason's house ; 
Invite him first with all solemnity ; 
Go to my father's, and my father-in-law's ; 
Here, take this note. 
The rest that come I will invite myself : 
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About it with what quick dispatch thou can'st. 

P^. I warrant you, master. 111 dispatch this business 
with more honesty than you'll dispatch yours. But, master, 
will the gentlewoman be there ? 

F. Art, What gentlewoman ? 

Pip, The gentlewoman of the old house, that is as well 
known by the colour she lays on her cheeks, as an ale- 
house by the painting is laid on his lattice ; she that b 
like homo, common to all men ; she that is beholden to no 
trade, but lives of herself. 

Y, Art, Sirrah, begone, or I will send you hence. 

Pip, Pll go; but, by this hand. 111 tell my mistress as 
soon as I come home, that mistress light-heels comes to 
dinner to-morrow. [exit, 

Y. Art. Sweet Mistress Mary TU invite myself : 
And there 111 frolic, sup, and spend the night. 
My plot is current ; here 'tis in my hand 
Will make me happy in my second choice : 
And I may freely challenge as mine own. 
What I am now enforced to seek by stealth. 
Love is not much unlike ambition; 
For, in them both, all lets must be remov'd 
Twixt ev'ry crown and him that would aspire; 
And he that will attempt to win the same. 
Must plunge up to the depth o'er head and ears. 
And hazard drowning in that purple sea : 
So he that loves must needs through blood and fire. 
And do all things to compass his desire. ^ [exit. 
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SCENE m. 

A Room in Yoimg Arthur's House, 
£nter Mistress Arthvr and her Maw, 

MU, Art, Gome, spread the table; is the hall well 
rubbM? 
The cushions in the windows neatly lud ? 
The cupboard of plate set out ? the casements stuck 
\^th rosemary and flowers ? the carpets brush'd? 

Mmd* Aye, forsoofhj nustress. 

Mi». Art^ Look to the kitchen-mud, and bid the cook 
take down the oven stone, the pies be bum'd : here, take 
my keys, and^ve him out more ^ioe.. 

Maid, Yes, forsooth, mistress. 

Mis, Art, Where's that knave Pipkin ? bid him spread 
the cloth. 
Fetch the clean diiq;>er napkins from my chest. 
Set out the gilded salt, and bid the fellow 
Make himself handsome ; get him a clean band. 

Maid, Indeed, forsooth, mistress, he is such a sloven. 
That nothing will sit handsome about him ; 
He had a pound of soiqp to scour his fftce. 
And yet his brow looks like the chinmey stock. 

Mi», Art, He'll be a sloven still: maid, take this apron. 
And bring me one of linen, quickly, mud. 

Maid, I go, forsooth* 

Mis. Art, There was a curt'sy, let me see't agun ; 
Aye, that was well. — [eant Maid,"] I fear my guests will come 
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Ere we be ready. What a spite is tlus. 

Within, Mistress! 

Mig, j4rt. What's the matter? 

Within, Mistress, I pray, take Rpkin from the fire ; ' 
We cannot keep his fingers from the roast. 

Mit. Art, Bid him come hither ; what a knave is that ! 
Fie, fie, never out of the kitchen t 
Still broiling by the fire ! • 

Enter Pipkin. 

Pip, I hope you wiU not take Pipkin from the fire 
"nil the broth be enough. 

Enter Maid, toUh an apron. 

Mis, Art, Well, sirrah, get a napkin and a trencher. 
And wfut to-day. So, let me see my apron. 

Pip, Mistress, I can tell ye oAe thing, my master's 
wench 
T^ll come home to-day to dinner. 

Enter Justice Reason, and hie man Huoh. 

Mi». Art, She, shall be welcome if she be bis gu|9sl. 
But here's some of our guests are come already : 
A dudr for Justice Reason, sirrah I 

Justice, Good morrow. Mistress Arthur I you are like a 
good housewife : 
At your request I am come home. What, a chair ! 
Thus age seeks ease. Where is your husband, nustress? 
What, a cushioh too ! 
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Pip, I pray you, ease your Ul\, sir. 

Justice, Marry, and will, good fellow ; twenty thanks. 

Pip, Master Hugh, as welcome as heart can tell, or 
tongue can think. 

Hugh, I thank you. Master IHpkin ; I have got many a 
good dish of broth by your means. 

Pip, According to the ancient courtesy you are wel- 
come ; according to the time and place you are heartily 
welcome: when they are busied at the board, we will 
find ourselves busied in the buttery; and so, sweet 
Hugh, according to our scholars' phrase, gratulor adven- 
ium tuum, 

Hugh, I will answer you with the like, sweet Pipkin, 
gratias, 

Pip, As much grace as you will, but as little of it as 
you can, good Hugh. But here comes more guests. 

Enter Old Master Arthur, and Old Master Lusam. 

Mis, Art, More stools and cushions for these gentlemen. 

O, Art, What, Master Justice Reason, are you here ? 
Who would have thought to have met you in this place ? 

O, Lus, What say mine eyes, is Justice Reason here ? 
Mountains may meet, and so, I see, may we. 

Justice, Well! when men meet, they meet. 
And when they part they oft leave one another's company ; 
So we, being met, are met. 

O, Lus, Truly, you say true ; 
And Master Justice Reason speaks but reason : 
To hear how Avisely men of law will speak ! 
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ErUer Anselm and Fuller. 

^fu. Good morrow, gentlemen ! 

Mis. ArL What ! are you there ? 

Am. Good morrow, mistress, and good morrow, all ! 

Justice. If I may be so bold, in a strange place, 
I s&y* goo<l morrow, and as much to you. 
I pray, gentlemen, vniHX you sit down ? 
We have been young, like you $ and, if you live 
Unto our age, you will be old like us. 

FuL Be rul'd by reason ; but who's here ? 

Enter Aminadab. 

Amin. Salveie omnes ! and good day 
To all at once, as I may say ; 
First, Master Justice; next. Old Arthur, 
That gives me pension by the quarter ; 
To my good mistress, and the rest. 
That are the founders of this feast; 
In brief, I speak to omnes, all. 
That to their meat intend to fall. 

Justice, Welcome, Sir Aminadab ; O, my son 
Hath profited exceeding well with you : 
Sit down, sit down, by Mistress Arthur's leave. 

Enter Young Master Arthur, Young Master Lusam, and 
Mistress Mary. 

Y. Art. Gentlemen, welcome all; whilst! deliver 
Their private welcomes, wife, be it your charge 
To ^ve this gentlewoman entertdnment. 
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Mis. Art, Husband, I will. Oh, this is she usurps 
The precious interest of my husband's love ; 
Though, as I am a woman, I could well 
Thrust such a lewd companion out of doors ; 
Yet, as I am a true obedient mfe, 

I'd kiss her feet to do my husband's will. [asieie. 

You are entirely welcome, gentlewoman ; 
Indeed, you are ; pray do not doubt of it. 

Mis, Ma. I thank you. Mistress Arthur ; now, by my 
little honesty. 
It much repents me to wrong so chaste a woman. [aside. 

Y. Art, Gentles, put o'er your legs; first. Master 
Justice, 
Here you shall sit. 

Justice, And here shall Mistress Mary sit by me. 

F. Art, Pardon me, sir, she shall have my wife's place. 

Mis, Art, Indeed, you shall, for he will have it so. 

Mu, Ma, If you will needs ; but I shall do you wrong to 
take your place. 

O, Las, Aye, by my feuth, you should. 

Mis, Art, That is no wr<mg wldcfa we impute bo wrong ! 
I pray you, sit. 

Y, Art, Gentlemen all, I pray you, seat yourselTes : 
What, Sir Aminadab, I Imow where your heart is. 

Amin, Mum, not a word, paa vodis, peace : 
Come, gentles, I'll be of this mess. 

Y, Art. So, who gives thanks? 

Amin. Sir, that will I. 

Y, Art, 1 pray you to it by and by : where's Hpkin ? 
Widt at the board; let Master Reason's man 
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Be had into the buttery ; but first give him 
A napkin and a trencher. Well said, Hugh, 
Wait at your master's elbow : — ^now say grace. 

Amin. Gloria DeOy sirs^ preface ; 
Attend me now, whilst I say grace. 
For bread and salt, for grs^pes and malt. 
For flesh and fish, and every dish ; 
Mutton and beef, of all meats chief ; 
For cow-heels, chitterlings, tripes, and souse. 
And other meat thaf s in the house ; 
For racks, for breasts, for legs, for loins. 
For pies with raisins, and with prunes. 
For fritters, pan-cakes, and for frys. 
For ven'son pasties, and minc'd ]^es y 
Sheeps'-head and garlick, brawn and mustard. 
Wafers, spic'd cakes, tart, and custard ; 
For capons, rabbits, pigs, and geese. 
For apples, caraways, and cheese ; 
For all these, and many mo', 
Benedicamus Domino ! 
AU, Amen. 

Justice. I con you thanks ; but. Sir Aminadab, 
Is that your scholar? now, I promise you. 
He is a toward stripling of his age. 

P^. Who I, forsooth ? yes, indeed, forsooth, I am his 
scholar. I would you should well think I have profited 
under him too ; you shall hear, if he will pose me. 
0. Art, I pray you, let's hear him. 
Amin, Hue ades, IHpkin. 
Pip, Adium, 
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^min. Quot casus sunt? how many cases are there ? 

Pip. Marry, a great many. 

Amin. Well answer'd, a great many ; there are six. 
Six, a great many ; 'tis well answer'd ; 
And which be they? 

Pip. A bow-case, a cap-case, a comb-case, a lute-case, a 
fiddle-case, and a candle-case. 

Justice, I know them all ; again, well answer'd : 
Pray God, my youngest son profit no worse. 

Amin. How many parsons are there ? 

Pip, I'll tell you as many as I know, if you'll give me 
leave to reckon them. 

Ans, I pr'ythee, do. 

Pip, The parson of Fenchurch, the parson of Pancras, 
and the parson of— 

Y, Art, Well, sir, about your business : — ^now will I 
Temper the cup my loathed wife shall drink. 

[aside, and exit, 

O, Art, Daughter, methinks you are exceeding sad. 

O. Ims, 'Faith, daughter, so thou art exceeding sad. 

Mis, Art, 'TIS but my countenance, for my heart is 
merry : 
Mistress, were you as merry as you are welcome. 
You should not sit so sadly as you do. 

Mis, Ma, 'Tis.but because I am. seated in your place. 
Which is frequented . seldom with . true, mirth. 

Mis. ^r^. The fault is neither in the place nor me. 

Amin, How say you, lady, to him you last did lie by ? 
All this is no more, prabibo tibi. 

Mis. Ma, I thank you, sir. Mistress, this draught shall be. 
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To him that loves both you and me. 

Mis. Art. I know your meaning. 

Afu. Now to me. 
If she have either love or charity. 

Mis. Art. Here, Master Justice, this to your grave years, 
A mournful draught, God wot, half wine, half tears, [aside. 

Justice. Let come, my wench; here, youngsters, to you 
aU; 
You are silent, here's that will make you talk. 
Wenches, methinks you sit like puritans : 
Never a jest abroad to make them laugh ? 

Ful. Sir, since you move speech of a puritan. 
If you will give me audience, I will tell ye 
As good a jest as ever you did hear. 

O. Art. A jest ? that's excellent 1 

Justice. Before hand, let's prepare ourselves to laugh ; 
A jest is nothing if it be not grac'd. 
Now, now, I pray you, when beg^s this jest ? 

FuL I came unto a puritan, to woo her. 
And roughly did salute her with a kiss: 
Away ! quoth she, and rudely pushM me from her ; 
Brother, by yea and nay, I like not this : 
And still, with amorous talk, she was saluted. 
My artless speech with Scripture was confuted. 

O. Lms. €k>od, good, indeed ; the best that e'er I heard. 

O. Art. I promise you, it was exceeding good. 

Ful. Oft I frequented her abode by night. 
And courted her, and spake her wond'rous fair; 
But ever somewhat did ofifend her sight. 
Either my double ruff, or my long hair; 
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My scarf was vain, my garments hung too low. 
My Spanish shoe was cut too broad at toe. 

AIL Uf%, ha! the best that ever I heard. 

FuL I parted for that time, and came again^ 
Seeming to be conform'd in look and speech; 
My shoes were sharp-toed» and my band was plain. 
Close to my thigh my metamorphosM breech ; 
My cloak was narrow cap'd, my hair cut shorter, 
Oflf went my scarf, thus march'd I to the porter. 

AIL Ha, ha I was ever heard the like ? . 

FuL The porter, ^ying m^ did lead me in. 
Where his fidr mistress sate reading of a chapter; 
Peace to this house, quoth I, and those within. 
Which holy speech with admiration wrapt her; 
And ever as I spake, and came her nigh. 
Seeming divine, tum'd up the white of eye. 

Justice, So, so, what then i 

O, Lus. Forward, I pray, forward, sir. 

FuL I spake divinely, and I call'd her sister. 
And by this means we were acquidnted well : 
By yea and nay, I will, quoth I, and kiss'd her. 
She blush'd, and said, that long-tongu'd men would tell ; 
I seem'd to be as secret as the night. 
And sud, on sooth, I would put out the light 

O.Art, In sooth he woulc^ a passing, passing jest. 

FuL O, do not swear,' quoth she, yet put it out, 
Because I would not have you break your oath. 
I felt a bed there, as I grop'd about ; 
In troth, quoth I, here will we rest us both. 
Swear you, in troth, quoth she ? had you not sworn. 
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I had not don't, but took it in foul scorn : 
Then you will come, quoth I ? though I be loath, 
III come, quoth she, be't but to keep your oath. 

•/ustice, *Tls very pretty j but now, when's the jest ? 

O. j4rt. O, forwsffd, to the jest in any case. 

O. Lus, I would not, for an aagel, lose the jest. 

JFuL Here's right the dunghill cock that finds a pearl. 
To talk of mt to these, is as a man 
Should cast out jewels to a herd of swine : 
Why, in the last V^ords did consist the jest. 

O, LfUi. Aye, in the last words ? ha, ha, ha ! 
It was an excellent admir'd jest, 
To them that understood it. 

Enter Young Master Arthur, toith two cups of wine. 

Justice, It was, indeed ; I must, for fashion's sake. 
Say as they say ; but otherwise, O, God I [aside. 

Good Master Arthur, thanks for our good cheer. 

y. Art, Gentlemen, welcome all ; now hear me speak — 
One special cause that mov'd me lead you hither. 
Is for an ancient grudge that hath, long since. 
Continued 'twixt my modest wife and me : 
The wrongs that I have done her I recant. 
In either hand I hold a sev'ral cup. 
This, in the right hand,^ wife, I dritik to thee. 
This, in the left hand, pledge me in this draught. 
Burying all former hatred * so, have to thee. [he drinks. 

Mis. Art, The welcom'st pledge that yet I ever took : 
Were this wine poison, or. did taste like gall. 
The honey-sweet condition of your draught 
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Would make it drink like nectar : I will pledge you^ 
Were it the last that I should ever drink. 

Y. Art, Make that account : thus, gentlemen, you see 
Our late discord brought to a unity. 

Amin. Ecce, quam bonum et quamjucundum 
Eit habitare fratres in unum. 

O. Art, My heart doth taste the sweetness of your pledge. 
And I am glad to see this sweet accord. 

O. Lug, Glad, quotha ; there's not one amongst us, 
But may be exceeding glad. 

Justice. I am, aye, marry, am I, that I am. 

Y. Lug, The best accord that could betide their loves. 

Ans, The worst accord that could betide my love. 

^ [all about to rise, 

Amin, What, rising, gentles ? keep your place, 
I'll close up your stomachs with a grace ; 
O Domne et chare Pater, 
That giv'st us wine instead of water; 
And from the pond and river clear, 
Mak'st nappy ale, and good March beer ; 
That send'st us sundry sorts of meat. 
And every thing we drink or eat ; 
To maids, to wives, to boys, to men, 
Lau8 Deo sancto, Amen. 

Y. Art, So, much good do ye all, and, gentlemen. 
Accept your welcomes better than your cheer. ^ 

O, Lus, Nay, so we do, I'll .give you thanks for all. 
Come, Master Justice, you do walk our way. 
And Master Arthur, and old Hugh your man ; 
We'll be the first will strain curtesy. 
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Juitice, God be with you all i 

[eofeunt O, Art. O. Lus. and Justice Reason, 
Amin, Proanmui ego «<m. Ill be the next. 
And man you home ; how say you, lady ? 
Y. Art, I pray you do, good Sir Aminadab. 
MU, Ma. Sir, if it be not too much trouble to you. 
Let me entreat that kindness at your hands. 

Amin. Entreat ! fie ! no, sweet lass, conunand ; 
Sic, so, nuncy now, take the upper hand. 

[eofit Mis. Ma, eiewted by Amin. 

Y. Art. Come, wife, this meeting* was all for our sakes : 

I long to see the force my poison takes. [aside. 

Mis. Art. My dear, dear husband, in exchange of hate. 
My love and heart shall on your service wait. 

[exeunt Y. Art. Mis. Art. and Pipkin. 
Ans. So doth my love on thee ,* but long no more ; 
To her rich love thy service is too poor. 

Ful. For shame, no morel you had best expostulate 
Your love with every stranger; leave these sighs. 
And change them to familiar conference. 

Y. Lus. Trust me, the virtues of young Arthur's wife, 
Her constancy, modest humility. 
Her patience, and admired temperance. 
Have made me love all womankind the better. 

Re-enter Pipkin. 

Pip. O, my mistress! my mistress! slie*s dead! she's 
gone ! she's dead ! she's gone ! 
^ns. What's that he says ? 

F 
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Pip, Oat of my way ! stand back, I say ! all joy froiK^ 
earth b fled! 
She is this day as cold as clay ; my nustieas she is dead I 

Lord, my mistress 1 my mistress 1 [eait^ 
Am. What, Mistress Arthur dead? my soul is vanished » 

And the woiid's wonder from the world quite banishM. 
O, I am sick, my pmn grows worse and worse; 

1 am quite struck through with this late discourse. 

FuL What ! funf st thou, man ? Ill lead thee hence ; for 
shamel 
Swoon at the tidings of a woman's death ! 
Int<rferable, and beyond aU thought! 
Come, my love's fool, ^ve ine thy hand to lead ; 
This day one body and two hearts are d«id« 

[eaeunt Amelm and FuUer. 

Y. Iah, But now she was aswd} as wdl itiight be. 
And on the sudden dead i joy in excess 
Hath over-run her poor disturbed soul. 
PU after, and see how Master Arthur takes it ; 
His former hate far more fu^dous makes it. [eaii. 

Enter Hugh, and afler hkn, Pipkin. 

Hugh. My master hath left his gloves behind where he 
sat in his chur, and hath sent me to fetch them ; it is such 
an old snudge, hell not lose the droppings of his nose. 

Pip. O, mistress ! O, Hugh 1 O^ Hugh ! O, mistress ! 
Hugh, I must needs beat thee ; I am mad ! I am lunatic I 
I must fall upon thee : my mistress is dead ! [beats Hugh. 

Hugh. O, Master Hpkin, what do you mean ? what do 
you mean. Master Rpkin ? 
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Pip. O, Hugh! O, mi^ress! O, mistress ! O, Mngh! 

Hugh. O, Pipkin i O, God I O, God! O, Pipkin ! 

Pip, O, Hu^, I am mad ! bear with me, I cannot chase : 
O, death ! O, mistress I O, mistress 1 O, deadi I [emU 

Hugh. Death, quotha ; he hath almost made me dead 
with beating. 

Re-enter Justice Reason, Olq Master Aethur and Old Mas- 
ter LUSAM. 

Justice. I wonder why the Icnave, my man, stays thus. 
And comes not back : see, whene the villain loiters. 

Re-enter Pipkik. 

Ptp.O, Master Justice! Master Arthur ! Master Lusam I 
wonder not why I thus blow and bluster; my nustress is 
dead ! dead is my mistress ! and, therefore, hang yourselves. 
O, my mistress, my mistress \ [exit. 

O. Art. My son's wife dead ! 

O. Lus. My daughter ! 

Enter Young Master Arthur, mourning. 

Justice. Mistress Arthur I here c<mies her husband. 

Y. Art. O, here the woeful'st husband comes alive, 
No husband now; the wight that did uphold 
That name of husbtaid^ is now quite o'erthrown. 
And I am left a hq>less widower. 

0. Art. Fain would I speak, if grief would suffer me. 

O. Lus. As Master Arthur says, so say I ; 
If grief would let me, I would weeping die. 
To be thus hapless jn my aged years I 
0, 1 would speak, but my ^vords melt to tears. 
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y. Art Go in, go in, and view the sweetest corpse, 
That e'er was lud upon a mournful room : 
Vou cannot speak for weeping sorrow's doom : 
Bad news are rife, good tidings seldom come. [eweunt. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

The Street. 
Enter Ansblm. 

Ant. What frantic humour doth thus haunt my sense, 
Striving to breed destruction in my spirit ? 
AVhen I would sleep, the ghost of ray sweet love 
Appears unto me in an angel's shape : 
When I'm awake, my fantasy presents. 
As in a glass, the shadow of my love : 
When I would speak, her name intrudes itself 
Into the perfect echoes of my speech : 
And though my thought beget some other word. 
Yet will my tongue speak nothing but her name. - 
If I do meditate^ it is on her ; 
If dream of her, or if discourse of her, 
I think her ghost dotli haunt me, as in times 
Of former darkness old wives' tales report. " 

Enter Fuller. 

Here comes my better genius, whose advice 
Directs me still in all my actions. 
How now, from whence come you ? 
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FuL 'Faith, from the street, in which, as I passed by, 
I met the modest Mistress Arthur's corpse. 
And after her, as mourners, first, her husband. 
Next, Justice Reason, then, old Master Arthur, 
.Old Master Lusam, and young. Lusam too. 
With many other kinsfolks, neighbours, friends. 
And others, that lament her funeral .* 
Her body is by this laid in the vault. 

Ans, And in that vault niy body I will lay ; 
I pr'ythee, leave me ; thither is my way. 
Ful. I am sure you jest, you mean not as you say. 
Am. No, no, I'll but go to the church and pray. 
Ful. Nay, then we shall be troubled with your humour.- 
Am. As ever thou didst love me, or as ever 
Thou didst delight in my society, . . 

By all the rights of friendship and of love. 
Let me entreat thy absence but one hour. 
And at the hour's end I will come to thee. 

Ful. Nay, if you will be foolish, and past reason, 
I'll wash my hands, like Pilate, from thy folly. 
And suffer thee in these extremities. [exit. 

Ans. Now it is night, and the bright lamps of heaven 
Are half burnt out : now bright Adelbora 
Welcomes the cheerful day-star to the east. 
And harmless stillness hath possessed the world : 
This is the church, — this k ^Uow is the vault. 
Where the dead body of my saint remains. 
And this the coffin that enshrines her body. 
For her bright soul is now in paradise. 
My coming is with no intent of sic. 
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Or to (}efik the body of the dead ; 
But rather take my last farewell of her. 
Or languishing and dying by her side^ 
My airy soul post after her's to heaven. 

[comes to MUtreu Arthur^* tomh. 
First, with tluft latest kiss I seal my love : 
Her lips are warm, and I am much deceivM 
If that she stir not. O, this Golgotha, 
This place of dead men's bones, is terribk. 
Presenting fearful apparitions 1 
It is some spirit that in the coffin lies. 
And makes my hair start up on end with fear! 
Come to thyself, fcdnt heart;-— she sits ufHright ! 
O, I would hide me, but I know not where. 
Tush, if it be a spirit, 'tis a good spirit ; 
For, with her body living, ill she knew not ; 
And, with her body dead, ill cannot meddle. 

Mis, Art, Who am I ? or, where am I ? / 

Ans. .0, she speaks, and, by her language^ now I know 
she lives. 

Mis, Art, O, who can tell me where I am become ? 
For, in this darkness, I have lost myself ; 
I am not dead, for I have sense and life : 
How come I then in this coffin buried ? 

Ans, Ansdm, be bold, she lives, and destiny 
Hath trained thee hither to redeem her life. 

Mis, Art, Lives any 'mongst these dead ? none but my- 
self. 

Ans, O, yes, a man whose heart till now was dead. 
Lives and survives at your return to life : 



y Google 



A GOOD WIFE FROM A BAD. 71 

Nay, start not, I am Anselm, one who long 
Hath doted on your £Eiir perfection. 
And, loving you more than became me well. 
Was hither sent, by some strange providence. 
To bring you from these hollow vaults below. 
To be a liver in the world again. 

Ms. Art. I understand you, and I thank the heavens. 
That sent you to revive me from this fear. 
And I embrace my safety with good will. 

Enter Aminadab and Boys.' 

Amin. Mane citus lectum/Uge, mollem discute somnum, 
Templapetoi supplew et veneratum deum. 
Shake off thy sleep, get up betimes, go to the church and 

pray. 
And, never fear> God will thee hen*, and keep thee all the 

day. 
Good counsel, boys ; observe it, mark it well i 
This early rising, thb diluculo 
Is good both for your bodies and your minds : 
Tis not yet day ; ^ve me my tinder-box ; 
Meantime unloose your satchels, and your books : 
Draw, draw, f^d take you to your lessons^ boys. 

lit Bay. O Loi^, master, idiat's that in the white sheet? 

Amin. In the white sheet, my boy ? Die ubi, where ? 

\8t Bay. Fide, master, vide illie, there. 

Amin. O, Damine, Damine, keep us from evil, 
A charm from flesh, the world, and the devil ! [eaeunt. 

Mis. Art. O, tdl me not my husband was ingrate» 
Or that he did attempt to poison me;. 
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Or that he laid me here, and I was dead ; 
These are no means at all to win my love. 

^m. Sweet mistress^ he bequeathed you to the earth ; ' 
You promised him to be his wife 'till death. 
And you have kept your promise : but now, since 
The world, your husband, and your friends. suppose 
That you are dead, grant me but one request. 
And I will swear never to solicit more. . . 
Your sacred thoughts to my dishonest love. 

Mis, Art. So your demand may be no prejudice 
To my chaste name, no wrong unto my husband. 
No suit that may concern my wedlock breach, 
I yield unto it ; but to pass the bounds of modesty and 

chastity. 
First will I bequeath myself again 
Unto this grave, and never part from hence. 
Than taint my soul with black impurity. 

Ans. Take here my hand and faithful heart to gage 
That I will never tempt you more to sin : . 
This my request is, — since your husband doats . 
Upon a lewd lascivious courtezan, — . . 

Since he hath broke the bonds of your chaste bed. 
And, like a murd'rer, sent you to your grave, , • 

Do but go with me to my mother's house ; 
There shall you live in secret for a space. 
Only to see the end of suph lewd lust. 
And know the difference of a chaste wife's bed, , 
And one whose life is in all looseness led. 

Mis, Art. Your mother is a virtuous matron held : 
Her counsel, conference, and company. 
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May much avail me ; there a space I'll stay. 

Upon condition, as you said before,] 

You never will mpve your unchaste suit more. 

y^ns. My faith is pawtiM. O never had chaste wife 
A husband of so lewd and unchaste life ! [eaeunl. 

SCENE II. 

^ Room in Mistress Mary*s House. 

EiUer Mistress Mary, Mistress Splay, and Brabo. 

Bra. Mistress, I long have serv'd you, even since 
These bristled hairs, upon my grave-like chin, 
Were all unborn ; when I first came to you. 
These infant feathers of; these ravens' wings 
Were not once begun. 

Mis. Splay. No, indeed, they were not. 

Bra. Now, in my two mustachios, for a need. 
Wanting a rope, I well could hang myself ; 
I pr*ythee, mistress, for all my long service. 
For all the love that I have borne thee. long, 
Do me this favor now, to marry me. ^ 

Enter Young Master ArthuH. 

Mis. Ma. Marry, come up ! you blockhead ! you great . 
ass! 
^Vhat ! would'st thou have me marry with a devil ? 
But, peace, no more ; here comes the silly fool, . 
That we so long have, set our lime-twigs for ; 
Begone, and leave me to entangle him. 

[exeunt Mistress Splay and Brabo. 
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y. Art. What, Mistress Mary ? 

Mii, Ma, O good Master Arthur, where have yoa been 
this wedc, this month, this yearf 
This year, sdd I } where have you been this age } 
Unto a lover, ev'ry minute seems time, out of mind : 
How should I tliink you love me^ that can endure to stay 
so long from me? 

Y. Art. Pfaith, sweetheart, I saw thee yesternight. 

BTu. Ma, Aye, true, you did, but since you saw me not ; 
At twelve o'clock you parted from my house. 
And now 'tis morning, and new strucken seven ; 
Seven hours thou staid'st from me; why didst thou so? 
They are my seven years' *prenticeship of woe. 

Y, Art. I pr'ythee, be patient ; I had some occasion 
That did enforce me from thee yesternight. 

Mis. Ma, Aye, you are soon enforced ; fool that I am. 
To doat on one that nought respecteth me ! 
'Us but my fortune, I am bom to bear it. 
And e/ry one shall have their destiny. 

Y. Art. Nay, weep not, wench ; thou wound'st me with 
thy tears. 

Mis, Ma, I am a fool, and so you make me too ; 
These tears were better kept than spent in waste 
On one that neither tenders them nor me; 
What remedy ? but if I chance to die. 
Or to miscarry with that I go withal, 
I'll take my oath* that thou art cause thereof ; 
You told me, that when your wife was'dead, 

» Printed death in all the editions. 
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You would forsake all others, and take me. 

F. ^rt. I told thee so, and I mU. keep my word. 
And for that end I came thos early to thee ; 
I have procur'd a licence, and this night 
We wiU be married in a lawless church. 

Aik. Ma, These news revive me, and do somewhat ease 
The thought that was new gotten to my heart. 
But shall it be to-night? 

y. Ari. Aye, wendi, to-night 
A se'nnight and odd days since my wife died 
Is past already, and her timeless death 
Is but a nine days' talk ; come, go with me. 
And it shall be dispatched presently. 

Mis, Ma. Nay, then. I see thou lov'st me ; and I find. 
By this last motion, thou art grown more kind. 

F. Art. My love and kindness, like my age, shall grow. 
And with the time increase ; and thou shalt see 
The older I grow, the kinder I will be. 

MU. Ma. Aye, so I hope it will $ but, as for mine. 
That, with my age, shall day by day decline. [juide. 

Come, shall we go ? 

F. Art. With thee to the world's end. 
Whose beauty most admire, and all commend. {exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

The Street near the House of AruelnCs Mother. 
Enter Anselm and Fulleb. 

Ans. 'Tis true as I relate the circumstance. 
And she is with my mother, safe at home ; 
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But yet, for all the hate I can allege '. 
Against. her husband, hbr for all the love 
That on my owp part I can urge her to. 
Will she be won to gratify my love. 

Ful. All things are full of ambiguity. 
And I admire thirt vvondVous accident. 
But, Anselm, Arthur's about a new, wife, a ^ona roba ; 
How will she take it when she hears this news ? 

Ans. I think, even as a yirtUous matron should ; . 
It may be, that report may, from thy mouth. 
Beget some pity from her flinty heart. 
And I will urge her with it presently. 

Ful. Unless report be false, they are link'd already ; 
They are fast as words can tie them.: I will tell thee 
How I, by chance, did meet him the last night : — 
One said to me, this Arthur did intend . 
To have a wife, and presently to marry ; 
Amidst the street I met him as my friend. 
And to his love a present he did carry ; 
It was some ring, some stomacher, or toy ; 
I spake to him, and bade God give him joy. 
God give me joy, qiioth he i of what, I pray .\ 
Marry, quoth I, your wedding that is toward. 
'Tis false, quoth he, and would have gone his way. 
Come, come, quoth I, so near it and so froward : 
I urg'd him hard by our familiar loves, 
Pray'd him, withal, not to forget my gloves. 
Then he began : — your kindness hath been great. 
Your courtesy great, and your love not common ; 
Yet so much favor pray let me entreat. 
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To be excus'd from marrying any woman. 
I knew the wench that is hecome his bride. 
And smil'd to think how deeply he had lied ; 
For first he swore he did not court a maid ; 
A wife he cotdd not, she was elsewhere tied ; 
And as for such as widows were, he said. 
And deeply swore, none such should be his bride : 
Widow, nor wife, nor maid, I ask'd no more. 
Knowing he was betroth'd unto a whore. 

j4ns. Is it not Mistress Mary that you mean ? 
She that did dine with us at Arthur's house ? 

Enter Mistress Arthur. 

FuL The same, the same : — ^here comes the gentle- ' 
woman; 
Oh, Mistress Arthur, I am of your counsel : 
Welcome frona death to life. 

Ans, Mistress, this gentleman hath hews to tell ye. 
And as you like of it, so think of me. 

Ful. Your husband hath already got a wife ; 
A huffing wench, i'fMth, whose ruffling silks 
Make, with their motion, music unto love. 
And you are quite forgotten. 

j4ns, I've sworn to move this, my unchaste demand, no 
more. 

Ful. When doth your colour change ? 
When do your eyes sparkle with fire to revenge these 

wrongs? 
When doth your tongue break into rage and wrath, 
Agunst that scum of manhood, your vile husband ? 
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He first misos'd you. 

Ant. And yet can you love him ? 

FuL He left your chaste bed, to defile the bed 
Of sacred marriage Math a courtezan. 

Ans. Yet can you love him ? 

FuL And not content with tMs, 
Abus'd your honest name mth sland'rous words. 
And fillM your hush'd house with unquietness. 

Ans. And can you love him yet ? 

Ful. Nay, did he not, with his rude fingers, dash you oo 
the face. 
And double-dye your coral lips with blood ? . 
Hath he not torn those gold wires from your head. 
Wherewith Apollo would have strung his harp. 
And kept them to play music to the gods ? 
Hath he not beat you, and with his rude fists 
Upon that crimson temperature of your cheeks. 
Laid a lead colour with his boisterous blows ? 

Ans. And can you love him yet ? 

Ful Then did he not. 
Either by poison, or some other plot. 
Send you to death, where, by lus providence, 
God hath preserved you by wond'rous miracle ? 
Nay, after death, hath he not scandaliz'd 
Your place with an immodest courtezan ? 

Ans. And can you love him yet ? 

Mis. Art. And yet, and yet, and stiU, and ever wMLst I 
breathe this air : 
Nay, after death, my unsubstantial soul. 
Like a good angel, shall attend on him. 
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And keep him from all harm. 
Bat 18 he married ? much good do his heart : 
Pray God» she may content him better far 
Than I haye done ; long may they live in peace. 
Till I disturb their solace ; but because 
I fear some mischief doth hang o'er his head, 
I'll weep my eyes dry with my present care. 
And for their healths make hoarse my tongue with prayer. 

[ewU. 

FuL Ar't sure she is a woman ? if she be. 
She is create of nature's purity. 

Am. O yes, I too well know she is a woman ; 
Henceforth my virtue shall my love withstand. 
And of my striving thoughts get th' upper hand. 

Ful. Then thus resolv'd, I straight will drink to thee 
A health thus d^ep» to drown thy melancholy. [exeunt. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 
A Room m Miitrett Maiy's Nome, 

Enter Mistress Mary, Young Master Arthur, Brabo, antt 
Mistress Splay. 

Mis. Ma. Not have my will ! yes, I will have my will ; 
Shall I not go abroad but when you please ? 
Can I not now and then meet with my friends. 
But, at my coming home, you will controul me ? 
Marry, come up ! 



y Google 

I 



80 HOW A MAN MAY CHUSE 

Y. Art, Where art thou, patience ? 
Nay, rather, where's become my former spleen ? 
I had a wife would not have us*d me so. 

Mii* Ma. Why, you Jacksauce ! you cuckold ! you 
what not ! 
AATiat, am I not of age sufficient 
To go and come still when my pleasure serves. 
But must I have you, sir, to question me ? 
Not have my mil ! yes, I will have my will. 

y. Art. I had a wife would not have us'd me so ; 
But she is dead. 

Bra. Not have her will, sir I she shall hkve her will : 
She says she will, and, sir, I say she shall. 
Not have her will ! that were a jest indeed ; 
AVho says she shall not ? if I be disposed 
To man her forth, who shall find fault with it? 
What's he that dare say black's her eye ? 
Though you be married, sir, yet you must know, 
That she was ever born to have her will. 

Mis. Splay. Not have her will ! God's passion ! I say 
still, 
A woman's nobody that wants her will. 

Y. Art. Where is my spirit ? what, shall I maintain 
A strumpet with a Brabo and her bawd. 
To beard me out of my authority ? 
What, am I from a master made a slave ? 

Mis. Ma. A slave ? nay, worse ; dost thou maintaiu my 
man. 
And this my maid ? 'tis I maintain them both. 
I am thy wife ; I will not be drest so 
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While thy gold lasts, but then^ most wiHkigly, 

I will bequeath tikee to flat beggary. 

I do already hate thee ; do thy worst ; 

Nay, touch me if thou dar'st i what, shati he beat me ? 

Bra. Ill make him seek his fingen 'mongst the dogs. 
That dares to touch mry mistress ; never fear^ 
My sword shall cmootk the writtkles of hi» brows. 
That bends a fhywn upon my mistress* 

Y, An, I had a wife would not hiiye us'd mfe so : 
But God is just. 

Mh, Ma, Ndw, Arlhur, if I kne^ 
What in thia world wovld most torment thy soul. 
That I wouM do ; 'would aU my ctU usage 
Could make thee sti^aig^ despair and hang thyself! 
Now,. \ remember :^^where is Arthur's man, 
npkin ? that slave ! go, turn* htm out of doors ; 
None, ffaat loves Artknr, sliaR have house room here. 

Enter Pipkin. 

Yond^ he eemes^j BralM^, diseatd the fbUow. 

y. Aft, Shnlll be over-mastet'd m my own? 
Be thyself, AiUmf :-^trumpet 1 he shafl stay. 

M%9,Mm, Whait! shaS he^ Bra^o? shnUr he. Mistiest 
S^tey? 

Brn. Shaft &ef he slrall not : breathes there aby living 
Dtires say he shall, ^e» BraiM says he shall not ? 

Y, Aft, Is tkere no law for thfe ? she is my wife j 
ShoitM I eomplatel shoidd be rather mock'd. 
I am^ e^ntem $ keep by thee whom thou list, 
Disehtt^e if hom tliou iMi&'st good, do what ftow ndlt, 
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Rise, ^o to bed, stay at home, or go abroad 
At thy good pleasure, keep all companies; 
So that, for all this, I may have but peace. 
Be UDto me as I was to my wife ; 
Only give me, what I deny'd her then, 
A little love, and some small quietness : 
If he displease thee, turn him out of doors. 

Pip, Who, me ? Turn me out of doors ? Is this all the 
wages I shall have at the year's end, to be turned out of 
doors ? You, mistress ! you are a 

Mis. Splay, A what ? spe^^, a what ? touch her and 
touch me, taint. her and taint me ; speak, speak, a what? 

Pip, Marry, a woman that is kin to the frost 

Mis. Splay, How do you mean that ? 

Pip, And you are a-kiu to the Latin word, to understand. 

Mis. Splay, And what's that? 

Pip, Subaudi, subaudi; and, sir, do you not use to pink 
doublets ? 

Mis, Splay, And why ? 

Pip, I took you for a cutter, you are of a great 4cindred ; 
you are a common cozener, every body calls you cousin ; 
besides, they say you are a very good warrener, you have 
been an old coney catcher : but, if I be turn'd a begging, 
as I know not what I am born to, and that you ever come 
to the said trade, as nothing is uhpossible, I'll set all the 
commonwealth of beggars on your back, and all the con- 
gregation of vermin shall be put to your keeping;, and then, 
if you be not more bitten than all the company of beggars 
besides, I'll not have my wiU : zounds 1 turn'd . out of 
doors ! I'll go and set up my trade ; a dish to drink in, 
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that I have within ; a wallet^ that HI make of an old shirt ; 
then my speech, for the Lord's sake, I beseech your wpr- 
^i^; then I must have a lame leg; PU go to football and 
break my shins, and I am provided for that. 
Bra. Wbatt stands the villain prating? hence, you 
slave ! [ewit Pipkin, 

F. Art. Art thou y©t pleasM ? 
Mis. Ma. When I hav« had my humour. 
Y. Art. Good friends, for manners' sake, awhile 

withdraw. 
Bra. It is our pleasure, sir, to stand aside. 

\_Mi3tress Splay and Brabo stand aside. 
Y. Art. Mary, what cause hast thou to use me thus ? 
From nothing I have rais'd thee to much wealth ; 
Twas more than I did owe thee : many a pound. 
Nay, many a hundred pound I spent on thee 
In my wife's time ; and once, but by my means. 
Thou hadst been in much danger : but, in all things. 
My purse and credit ever bare thee out. 
I did not owe thee this. I had a wife 
That would have laid herself beneath my feet 
To do me service; her I set at naught 
For the entire affection I bare thee. 
To show that I have lov'd thee, have I not. 
Above all women, made chief choice of thee ? 
An argument sufficient of my love; 
What reason then hast thou to wrong me thus ? 
Mis, Ma. It is my humour. 

Y. Arty O, but such humours honest wives should 
pui^e: 
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VIA shew i^e a fw ^eater instance yet 
Of the true tove tbat I liave home to thee. 
Thou koew^st my wtfil : was she not fair ^ 

Mis, Ma. Sa, so. 

F. y#H. But more than ftor; was she not virtvous? 
Endued with the heauty of the mind ? 

Mis. Ma, 'Faith, so they said. 

Y, Art. Hark; in thine ear! FH trust thee with my life, 
Than which what greater instance of my love : 
Thou knew'st full well how suddenly she <fi:ed: — 
T' enjoy thy lore, even then^ I poison'tl her. 

9Rg, Ma. How ! poisoned her > acdirsed murderer I 
I'll ring this flEital 'laram m all ears. 
Than which what greater instance of my hate ? 

Y. Art. Wilt thou not keep my counsel ? 

Mii. Ma, Villain, no ! thou'lt poison me, as thou hast 
poison'd her. 

Y. Art. Dost thou reward me thus for all my love ? 
Then, Arthur, fly, and seek to save thy H^ \ 
O, difference 'twixt a chaste and unchaste wi^ ! [emt. 

Mis, Ma, Pursue the murd'rer, apprehend lum stndght 

Bra. Why, what's the matter, mistres*.*' 

Mts, Ma. This villain Arthur poison'^ct his first wtfe. 
Which he, in secret, hath confessed' to me; 
Go and fetch warrants from the justices^ 
T' attach the murd'rer j he once hangM and dead^ 
His wealth is mitie : pursue the sllave thaf s fled. 

Bra. Mistress, I will ; he shall not pass thi^ land. 
But I \^11 bring him bound with this strong handv 

[eweunt. 
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SCENE H. 

The Street before the Hoime ^ Armlm*e Mother, 

Enter Mistress Arthur. 

Mis. Art. O, what are the vain pleasures of tbe svwM, 
That in their actions we «£^9ct them so f 
Had I been bom a servaa^, lay low life 
Had steady stood from all these miseries. 
The waving reeds staftd fiiee fsom e^ry gust. 
When the tdil oaks are rent i^p by the roots. 
What is vain beauty but an idle k'eafth ? 
Why are we proud of that which so soon changes ? 
But rather wish the beauty of the miA4f 
Which neither time can aiter^ sickness change. 
Violence deface, nor. the black hand of envy 
* Smudge and disgrace, or spoil, or make deform'd. 
O, had my riotous husband borne this nun4» 
He had been happy, I had been more blest. 
And peace had brought our ^uiet souls to redt. 

Enter YovsG Master Arthur. 

F. Art. O whither shall I fly to save my Hfe 
When murder and despair dq^ at hj^ heels i 
O, misery ! thou gaever f ound'st « fnend ; 
All friends forsake men in adversity : 
My brother hath denied to succour me^ 
Upblraiding me ^th uame of murderer; 
My uncles double-bar their doors against me ; 
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My father hath denied to shelter me. 

And curs'd me worse than Adam did vile Eve. 

I that, witMn these two days, had more friends 

Than I could number with arithmetic. 

Have now no more than one poor cypher is. 

And that poor cypher I supply myself : 

All that I durst commit my fortunes to, 

I have tried, and find none to relieve my wants. 

My sudden flight, and fear of future shame. 

Left me unfurnish'd of all necessaries. 

And these three days I have not tasted food. 

Afi#. Art, It is my husband ; O, how just is heaven ! 
Poorly disguis'd, and almost hungeristarv'd ! 
How comes this change? 

Y, Art, Doth no man follow me? 

how suspicious guilty murder is ! 

1 starve for hunger, and I die for thirst. 
Had I a kingdom I would sell my crown 
For a small bit of bread : I shame to beg. 
And yet, perforce, I must or beg or starve. 
This house, belike, 'longs to some gentlewoman. 
And here's a woman, I will beg of her ; 

Good mistress, look upon a poor man's wants. 
Whom do I see ? tush ! Arthur, she is dead. 
But that I saw her dead and buried, 
I would have sworn it had been Arthur's wife f 
But I will leave her; shame forbids me beg 
Of one so much resembles her. 
A(«f . Art, Come hitheri fellow ! wherefore dost thou 
turn 
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Thy gmlty looks and blushing fioce aside i 

It seems thou hast not been brought up to this. 

F. Art. You say true, mistress; then for charity. 
And for her sake whom you resemble most. 
Pity my present want and misery. 

Mis. Art. It seems thou hast been in some better plight r 
Sit down, I pr'ythee : men, though they be poor. 
Should not be scorn'd ; to ease thy hunger, first 
Eat these conserves; and now, I pr'ythee, tell me 
What thou hast been, thy fortunes; thy estate. 
And what she was that I resemble most. 

Y. Art. First, look that no man see or overhear us : 
I think that shape was born to do me good. 

A(m. Art. Hast thou known one that did resemble me ? 

Y. Art. Aye, mistress ; I cannot chuse but weep 
To call to mind the fortunes of her youth. 
- MU. Art. Tell me of what estate or birth was she. 

F. Art. Bom of good parents, and as well brought up ; 
Most fair, but not so fair as virtuous ; 
Happy in all things but her marriage ; 
Her riotous husband, which I weep to think. 
By his lewd life, made them both miscarry. 

Mii. Art. Why dost thou grieve at their adversities ? 

F. Art. O blame me not ; that man my kinsman was. 
Nearer to me a kinsman could not be; 
As near allied was that chaste woman too. 
Nearer was never husband to hte wife ; 
He, whom I term'd my friend, no friend of mine. 
Proving both mine and his own enemy, 
Poison'd his ^rife ; O the dme he did so ! 
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Joyed at her deaths {^townftn store io4/9»oi 
Exchang'd hier Ipve fgr ^^ baae 5t?w»l»*'^ liwt ; 
Foul wretch ! accursed vUMn I tP e^M^g^ ^o. 

Mir. ^r/. You arp h4^« a»4 M^t;» a^d buiHIiy* rfiV^t 
so: 
Qut what biee^iB^ of biqi aad j)4# ^^ew wife ? 

r. -^r/. O bear tjie ju^tipe rf t\m laglmH h^vep : 
This strumpet, i^ reyy^rd «f aU his iQve, 
Pursues hiwfgr tKe d(^f^ of Jiisirsit wi^; 
And now the wpe^ hlisb^iH) }a|^i»ishe|^« 
Flies upon, pursu'd by J|^r fifir«« h^t^ 5 
And now, too Jiate, h^ detfe repent U9 |in. 
Ready to perish in bis ow^ de^piMr, 
Haviiig no paeans but 4^A to lid bis fif^, 

Mts. Art. I ^m wijiee m WMJre, feut I must M^eep ; 
My blabbing tears laaimo^ my ^<^uiipel l^^^p- [«f^» 

F. -<^r/. Why w^p you, II^9tre9^ ? if you iad t|ie heart 
Of her whom ypu resemble |n ywr fewep,— 
But she is dead, and, for her 4®^> 
The spunge of either eye 
Shall weep red te^iip 'till every vein i;^ dry. 

Mu. Art. Why we^p ypi^frMSpd? youfl^uy drop^ pray 
keepi 
Repenli^ce w^pes away t]^ dfops pf sia. 
Yet tell me, friend, he did ^jpceedjpg ill, 
A wife, that lov'd and hono|r'4 ^V^t to kill. 
Yet say, one like her, itff morie phapfte than fair. 
Bids him b^ of good jcon^fort, not despair. 
Her soul's appeas*d with his rep^ntapl; tears. 
Wishing he may survive her ij^a^y ye^rs. 
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Fain would I giye him mpn^y to supply 

His proBent w^ts, but fairing be ^houtd iy. 

And getting over to some loreJign s^ore. 

These ndny eyes shc^iM never see mm a^Qpe. 

Kly heart is full,! <^n 90 Ippger stay* 

But what I am wy love »ust needs k^wmy. \mde. 

Farewell, good fellow, wd take thin to Pfead ; 

Say, pne Vii^ her pwviBiead^ her to yowr friend. \emt, 

Y' Arf, No friend of mipe, I was my pwn soid*s foe. 
To murder my chaste wife, that lov'4 me so I 
In life she lov'd ine dearer tban her li^: 
What husband here bjit vrould y^\^ such a wi& ? 
I hear the officers with hue and qryi 
2^ sav'd my life but now, wd now 1 4i^. 
And welcome, ^^^ \ l will not stir from hence ; 
Death I ^e&erv'd. III die for (ihis offence. 

Enter Brabo, with Officers, Mistress Splay, and Hugh. 

Bra. Here is the murderer; and. Reason's man. 
You have the warrant : sirs, lay hands on him ; 
Attach the slave, and lead him bound to death. 

Hugh. No, by my fiaith. Master Brabo, you have the 
better heart, at least you should have ; I am sure you have 
more iron and steel than I have ; do you lay hands on him ; 
I promise you I dare not. 

Bra* Constables, forward ; forward, officers ; 
I wiU not Itoisl: n»y fing^ in the fire. 
I4iy handff on him, I s^y : why step you back? 
I mean to be the hindmost, least that any 
Should run ^wi^y, and le^ve the rest in peril. 
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Stand forward : are you not ashamM to ifear? 

Y,Art, Nay, never strive; behold, I yield myself. 
I must commend your resdlution. 
That, being so many, and so weapon*d. 
Dare not adventure on a man unarm'd. 
Now, lead me to what prison you think best : 
Yet, use me well, I am a gentleman. 

Hugh. Truly, Master Arthur, we will use you as well as 
heart can think ; the justices sit to-day, and my master is 
chief: you shall command me. 

Bra. What ! hath he yielded? if he had withstood us, 
lliis curtelaxe of mine had cleft his head ; 
Resist he durst not, when he once spy'd me. 
Come, lead him hence : how lik'st thou this, sweet witch? 
This fellow's death will make our mistress rich. 

Mii, Splay. I say, I care not who's dead or alive. 
So, by their lives or deaths, we two may thrive. 

Hugh. Come, bear him away. [eweunL 

SCENE III. 
A Room m Juiiice Reasan't House. 

Enter Justice Reason, Old Master Arthur, and Old Mas- 
ter LUSAM. 

Justice. Old Master Arthur, and Master Lusam, so it is 
that I have heard both your complaints, but understood 
neither, for, you know, Legere et non intelligere negligere 
est. 

O. Art. I come for ftivour, as a father should. 
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Pitying the fall and ruin of his son. 

O. Lus. I come for justice, as a father should. 
That hath, by violent murder, lost his daughter. 

Justice, You come for favour, and you come for juitice : 
Justice with favour is not partial. 
And, using that, I hope to please you both. 

O. Art, Good Master Justice, think upon my son. 
O. Lus. Good Mastier Justice, think upon my daughter. 
Justice. Why, so I do ; I think upon them both ; 
But can do neither of you good; 
For he that lives must die, and she- that's dead 
Cannot be revived. 

On Art, Lusam, thou seek'st to rob me of my son. 
My only son. 

O. Iau, He robb'd me of my daughter, my only daughter. 
Justice* And robbers are flat felons by the law. 
O. ^rf. Lusam, I say thou art a blood-sucker, 
A tyrant, a remorseless cannibal ; 
Old as I am. 111 prove it on thy bones. 

O, Lu%, Am I a blood-sucker, or cannibal ? 
Am I a tyrant that do thirst for blood ? 

O, Art, Aye, if thou seek'st the ruin of my son. 
Thou art a tyrant and a blood-sucker. 

O. Lun, Aye, if I seek the ruin of thy son, I am indeed. 
O, Art, Nay, more, thou art a dotard ; 
And, in the right of my accused son, 
I challenge thee the field. Meet me, I say, 
To-morrow morning beside Islington, 
And bring thy sword and buckler, if thou dar'st. 
O. Lus, Meet thee with my sword and buckler ? 
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There's my glove. 

I'll meet thee^ to rerenge my daughter's death. 

Call'st thou me dotard I Though l^ae thueescone yea» 

I never handled weapon but a knife. 

To cut my meat, yet will I meet thee there. 

God's precious ! call me dotard ? 

O. Art, I have cause. 
Just cause, to call thee dotard, have I not ? 

O. LtM. Nay, that's another matter; have yon cmwef 
Then God forbid that I should take exceptions. 
To be calFd dotard of one tiiat hatk caiue. 

Justice. My masters, you must leave i3m quarrelliagv 
for quarrellers are never at peace ; and men^f peaoe, while 
they are at quiet, are never quarrelling : so you, whilst you 
fall into brawls, you cannot chuse but jar. Here comes 
your son accused, and his vnh the accuser; stand forth 
both. Hugh, be ready with your p^ and ink to take their 
examinations and confessions. 

Enter Mistress Mary, Brabo, Young Master Arthur, 
Mistress Splay^ Hugh, and Officers. 

F. Art, It shall not need ; I do confess ike deed. 
Of which this woman here aecuseth me ; 
I poison'd my iirst wife, and, for that deed, 
I yield me to the mercy of the law. 

O, Lus. Villain ! thou mean'st my only daughter. 
And in her death depiiv'dst me of all joys. 

Y. Art. I mean her. I do confesB the deed; 
And, though my body taste the force of law. 
Like an offender, on my knee, I beg 
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Your angry soul will pardon me ker deadi. 

O. Lug, Nay, if he kneeMng 4a coaless tlie deed. 
No reason buti i^eidd lorgive her death. 

Justice. But 80 the law must not be satisfiaed ; 
Blood must have blood, and men must Ibups death ; 
I think that cannot be dispensed withal. 

Mis. Ma. If all t&e world else would foegive the deed. 
Yet would I eamestiiy pursue the la^v:. 

F. Art. I lad a wife wooM not hare iia'd me so ; 
The wealth of Europe couM not hire her ton^pie. 
To be offensive to mry patient cars f 
But, in exchanging her, I did prefer 
A devil before a saint, night before day, 
Hell before heaven, and dross before tried gold ; 
Never was bargun with such damage sold. 

Bra, If you wuri; witness to conirm the deed, 
I heard him speak it ; and that to Ms Am^, 
Before this presence, I will jus^y ; 
I will not part hence till i see him swing.. 

Mk. Splay, I heard- him too : pity but he should die. 
And, like a murderer, be sent to hell. 
To poison her, and make her belly swell ! 

Mi*, Ma. Why stay you, then ? give judgment on the 
slave. 
Whose shameless life deserves a shamefvd grave. 

Y, Art. Death's bitter pangs are not so ftiU of grief 
As this unkindness : every word thou speak'st 
Is a sharp dagger thrust quke through my hearts 
As little I deserve this at thy haads> 
As my kind patient wife deserv'dof me: 
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I was her tonnent, Qod hath made thee mine ; 
Then, wherefore at just pkfpies should I repine ? 

Justice. Where did'st thou buy this poison ? for such 
drugs 
Are felony for any man to sell. 

Y, An, I had the poison of Anunadab ; 
But, innocent man, he was not accessary 
To my wife's death ; I clear him of the deed. 

Justice. No matter; fetch him, fetch him, bring him 
To answer to this matter at the bar. 
Hugh, take these officers and i^prehend him. 

Bra. Pll M him too ; the schoolmaster, I see, 
Perhi4>s may hang with him for company. 

Enter Ansblm and Fuller. 

Jns. This is the day of Arthur's examination 
And trial for the murder of his wife j 
Lef s hear how Justice Reason will proceed. 
In censuring of his strict punishment. 

Ful. Anselm, content ; let's thrust in 'mong the throng. 

Enter Aminadab and the Officers. 

Amin. O, Domine ! what mean these knaves. 
To lead me thus with bills and glaves ? 
O, what example would it be. 
To all my pupils for to see. 
To tread their steps all after me. 
If, for some fault, I hanged be ; 
Somewhat surely I shaU mar, 
If you bring me to the bar. 
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But, peace ; betake thee to thy wits. 
For yonder Justice Reason sits. 

Justice, Sir Dab, Sir Dab, here's one accuseth you. 
To ^ve him poison, bein^ ill employed : 
Speak, how in this case you can clear yourself. 

Amin, Hei mihi ! what should I say ? the poison given I 
deny; 
He took it perforce from my hands, and, Domine, why not ? 
I got it of a gentleman, he most freely gave it. 
Ask, he knew me, my means was only to have it. 

y. Art. Tis true, I took it from this man perforce. 
And snatch'd it from his hand by rude constraint. 
Which proves him in this act not culpable. 

Justice. Aye, but who sold the poison unto him ? 
That must be likewise known ; speak, schoolmaster. 

Amin. A man verbosus, that was a fine generosui ; 
He was a great guller, his name I take to be Fuller ; 
See where he stands, that unto my hands convey'd a pow- 
der; 
And, like a knave, sent her to her grave, obscurely to shroud 
her. 

.Justice. Lay hands on him ; are you a poison seller ? 
Bring him before us : sirrah, what say you ? 
Sold you a poison to this honest man ? 

Ful. I sold no poison, but I gave him one 
To kill his rats. 

Justice. Ha, ha ! I smell a rat. 
You sold him poison then to kill his rats? 
The word to lull i^-gues a murd'rous mind; 
And you are brought in compass of the murder: 
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So set him by, we will not heav him speak : 
That Arthur, Fuller, and the schooknaster. 
Shall by the judges be examined. 

Ans. Sir, if my friend may ndt speak for himadf. 
Yet let me h» pvoeeedings justify. 

Jftttwe. What's, he diat will a mnuder justify f 
Lay hands on him, lay hands on him, I say ; 
For justtfien wn all' accessaries. 
And accessaries have deserv'd to die. 
Away with kim ! we will not hear him speak ; 
They alt shall to the High Commissioners. 

Enter Mistress Aathur. 

MtB, Art, Nay, stay theffl, stay them yet a little while, 
I bring a warraiilf to the contrary. 
And I win please i^ parties presentiy. 

y. Art, I l3unk my wife's ghost haunts me to my 
death ; 
Wretch that I was, to shorten her life's breath ! 

O. Art. Whom do I see, my son's wife ? 

O, Lu%, What, my daughter ? 

Justice, Is it not MisttBSs Arthur that vft s€e^ 
That long since buried we supposM to be ? 

Afte. Art. This man's eon<femnM fep p^is^ning o# his wife ; 
His poison'd ^vife yet lives, and^ I any she ; 
And, therefore, justly I release his bands : 
This man, for suff 'ring him these <kugs tO' take, 
Is likewise bound, release him for my sake : 
This gentleman that first the poison^ gate. 
And this his friend^ to be relteas'd I crave : 
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Murder there cannot be^. where none is kilFd ; 
Her blood is sav'd^ whom you suppos'd was spiil'd. 
Father-in-law^ I give you here your son. 
The act's to do which you suppos'd was done. 
And, father, now joy in your daughter's life. 
Whom heaven hath still kept to be Arthur's wife* 

O, Art. O, welcome, welcome, daughter! now I see, 
God, by his power, hath preserved thee. 

O. Lus, And 'tis my wench, whom I suppos'd was dead ; 
My joy revives, and my sad woe is fled. 

F. Art, I know not what I am, nor where I am ; 
My soul's transported to an extasy. 
For h(^ and joy confound my memory. 

3Iis, Ma. What do I see ? lives Arthur's wife again ? 
Nay, then, I labour for his death in vain. 

Bra. What secret force did in her nature lurk. 
That, in her soul, the poison would not work ? 

MU. Splay. How can it be the poison took no force ? 
She lives with that which would have kill'd a horse ! 

Afis. Art. Nay, shun me not ; be not asham'd at all ; 
To heaven, not me, for grace and pardon fall. 
Look on me, Arthur; blush not at my wrongs. 

y. Art. Still fear and hope my grief and woe prolongs. 
But, tell me, by what power thou didst survive ? 
With my own hands I temper'd that vile draught. 
That sent thee breathless to thy grandsire's grave. 
If that were poison I receiv'd of him. 

Amin. That ego nescio, but this dram 
Receiv'd I of this gentleman ; 
The colour was to kill my rats, 

H 
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But 'twas my own life to dispatch. 

FuL Is it even so ? then this ambiguous doubt^ 
No man can better than myself decide ; 
That compound powder was of poppy made and mandrakes^ 
Of purpose to cast one into a sleep. 
To ease the deadly paiu of him, whose leg 
Should be saw'd off; that powder gave I to the school- 
master. 

Amin, And that same powder, even that idem. 
You took from me, the s^aneperfidem, 

Y. Art, And that same powder I commix'd with wine. 
Our godly knot of wedlock to untwine. 

O. Art. But, daughter, who did take thee from thy grave ? 

O, l/us. Discourse it, daughter. 

Ans, Nay, that labour save ; 
Pardon me. Master Arthur, I will now 
Confess the former frailty of my love. 
Your modest wife with words I tempted oft ; 
But neither ill I could report of you. 
Nor any good I could forge for myself. 
Would win her to attend to my request ; 
Nay, after death, I lov'd her in so much. 
That to the vault where she was buried. 
My constant love did lead me through the dark. 
There ready to have ta'en my last farewell. 
The parting kiss I gave her I felt warm ; 
Briefly I bare her to my mother's house. 
Where she hath since liv'd the most chaste and true. 
That since the world's creation eye did view. 

y. Art, My first wife, stand you here, my second there. 
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And in the midst myself; he that will chuse 

A good wife from a bad, come learn of me. 

That have tried both, in wealth and misery. 

A good wife will be careful of her fame. 

Her husband's credit, and hei* own good name ; 

And such art thou. A bad wife will respect 

Her pride, her lust, and her good name neglect; 

And such art thou. A good wife will be still 

Industrious, apt to do her husband's will ; 

But a bad wife, cross, spiteful, and madding. 

Never keep home, but always be a gadding; 

And such art thou. A good wife will conceal 

Her husband's dangers, and nothing reveal 

That may procure him harm ; and such art thou. 

But a bad wife corrupts chaste wedlock's vow. . 

On this hand virtue, and on this hand sin ; 

This who would strive to lose, or this to win ? 

Here lives perpetual joy, here burning woe ; 

Now, husbands, choose on which hand you will go. 

Seek virtuous wives, all husbands will be blest ; 

Fair wives are good, but virtuous wives are best. 

They that my fortunes will peruse, shall find 

No beauty's like the beauty of the mind. [^ej^eunt. 



THE END. 
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'Tif Iwt the Family of Lore, tranabited 

Into more ootUyiiD: there wuairfayoii't; 

And had the Poet not been briVd to a modest 

Exprenioii of jtmt antic g amtiolt in% 

Some daiks had been diiooTeredt and the deeds too; 

In time he may repent, and make sonte blush. 

To see the seoond part danc'd on the stage." 

According to Sir Henry Herbert^ in the passage above 
quoted^ The Bail was written by Shirley, and from internal 
evidence we should say, that if not the whole yet the 
greater part was written by him. There i smore nic ety 
and .^scrimination in the characters ffianXEi^EQjuijEas 
capable^l^nndtfae humour is dnefly^of that kind in which 
Shirley delights and excels. - *~* * -^ 
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ACTL SCENE L 

Enter Sir Marmaduke Travers and Mr. Bostock. 

Bos, Whither so fast, Sir Marmaduke ? a word. 

Afar, My honorable blood I would! could stay 
To give thee twenty : I am now engag'd • 
To meet a noble gentleman. 

Bos. Or rather 
A gentlewoman ; let her alone, and go 
With me. 

Mar. Whither? 

Bos. Ill shew thee a lady of fire. 

Mar. A lady of the lake were not so dangerous. 

Bos, I mean a spirit ; in few words, because 
I love thee. 111 be open ; I am going 
To see my mistress. 

Mar. I'll dispense with my 

B 
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Occasion to see a handsome lady, 
I know you'll chuse a rare one. 

Boi, She is a creature 
Worth admiration ; such a beauty, wit. 
And an estate besides — thou canst not chuse 
But know her name, the Lady Lucina. 

Mar. Is she your mistress ? 

Boi, Mine ! whose but mine ? 
Am I not nobly born? does not my blood 
Deserve her? 

Mar, To tell you truth, I was now going thither. 
Though I pretended an excuse, and with 
A compliment from one that is your rival. 

Bos. Does she love any body else ? 

Mar. I know not. 
But she has half a score, upon my knowledge. 
Are suitors for her fi&vour. 

Bos, Name but one. 
And if he cannot shew as many coats — 

Mar, He thinks he has good cards for her, and likes 
His game well. 

Bos, Be an understuiding knight. 
And take my meaning ; if he cannot shew 
As much in heraldry — 

Mar, I do not know how rich he is in fields. 
But he is a gentleman. 

Bos. Is he a branch of the nobility ? 
How many lords can he call cousin ? else 
He must be taught to know he has presumed 
To stand in competition with me. 
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Mar. You will not kill him ? 

Bos. You shall pardon me ; 
I have that within me must not be provoW, 
There be some living now that have been kilPd 
For lesser matters. 

Mar. Some living that have been kilPd ! 

Bos. I mean some living that have seen examples, 
Not to confront nobility ; and I 
Am sensible of my honour. 

Mar. His name is 
Sir Ambrose. 

Bos. Lamount : a knight of yesterday. 
And he shall die to-morrow; name another. 

Mar. Not so fast, sir ; you must take some breath. 

Bos. I care no more for killing hidf a dozen 
Knights of the lower house ; I mean that are not 
Descended from nobility, than I do 
To kick any footman ; an' Sir Ambrose were 
Knight of the Sun, king Oberon should not save him. 
Nor his queen Mab. 

EfUer Sib Ambrose Lamount. 

Mar. Unluckily he's here, sir. 

Bos. Sir Ambrose, 
How does thy knighthood ? ha ! 

Amh. My nymph of honour, well j I joy to see thee. 

Bos. Sir M armaduke tells me thou art suitor to 
Lady Lucina. 

Amb. I have ambition 
To be her servant* 
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Boi, Hast ? thou'rt a brave knight^ and I commend 
Thy judgement. 

Amb, Sir Marmaduke himself leans that w:;y too. 

Bos, Why didst conceal it ? Come, the more the merrier. 
But I could never see you there. 

Mar. I hope. 
Sir, we may live. 

Bos. Ill tell you, gentlemen, 
Cupid has given us all one livery ; 
I serve that lady too ; you understand me : 
But who shall carry her, the fates determine ; 
I could be knighted too. ^ 

Amb. That would be no addition to 
Your blood. 

Bos. I think it would not ; so my lord told me ; 
Thou know'st my lord, not the earl, my other 
Cousin; there's a spark his predecessors 
Have matched into the blood; you understand 
He put me upon this lady ; I proclsdm 
No hopes; pray let's together, gentlemen; 
If she be wise — I say no more ; she shall not 
Cost me a sigh, nor shall her love engage me 
To draw a sword, I have vow'd that. 

Mar. You did but jest before. 

Amb. Twere pity that one drop 
Of your heroic blood should fall to th' ground: 
Who knows but all your cousin lords may die. 

Mar. As I believe them not immortal, sir. 

Amb. Then you are gulf of honour, swallow all. 
May marry some queen yourself, and get princes . 
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To furnidh the barren parts of Christendom. 
Enter Solomon. 

SoL Sir Marmaduke ! in private : my lady would 
Speak with you. [aside to Sir Marmaduke. 

Amb. Tis her servant^ what's the matter? 

Bog. I hope he is not sent for. 

Sol. But come alone, I shall be troubled 
With their inquiries, but 111 answer 'em. 

Amb. Solomon ! [takes him aside. 

Sol. My lady would speak with you, sir. 

Amb. Me? 

Sol. Not too loud ; I was troubled with Sir Marmaduke. 

Mar. This is good news. [aside. 

Bos. I do not like this whispering. 

Sol. [to Sir Amb."] Forget not the time, and to come alone. 

Amb. This is excellent. [aside. 

Bos. Solomon, dost not know me ? [takes him aside. 

Sol. My business is to you, sir ; these 
Kept me off; my lady Lucina 
Has a great mind to speak with you. 
Little do these imagine how she honours you. 

Bos. If I fail, may the surgeon. 

When he opens the next vein, let out all my honorable 

blood: 

There's for thy pains ; what thou shalt be hereafter 

Time shall declare ; but this must be conceal'd. 

[ea^it Solomon. 

Amb. You look pleasant. 

Mar. No, no ; I have no cause 5 you smile. Sir Ambrose. 
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j4mb. Who, I?— The Colonel. 

Enter the Colonel. 

Mar. But of our file, another of her suitors, 

y4m6. Noble Colonel. 

Col, My honoured knights, and men of lusty kindred. 

Bos, Good morrow. 

Col. Morrow to all gentlemen : Pll tell you 
Who is retum'd. ^ 

j4mb. From whence ? 

Col, A friend of ours that went to travel. 

Mar. Who, who } 

Col. I saw him within these three minutf s, and know 
not how I lost him again; he's not far off: d'ye keep a ca- 
talogue of your debts ? 

Bos. What debts? 

Col. Such dulness in your memory ! there was 
About six months ago a gentleman 
That was persuaded to sell all his laud. 
And to put the money out most wisely. 
To have five for one at his return from Venice : 
The shotten herring is hard by. 

Amb. Jack Freshwater ! Pll not see him yett 

Bos. Must we pay him ? 

Col. It will be for your honour ; marry, we. 
Without much stain, may happily compound. 
And pay him nothing. 

£nter Freshwater, Monsieur Le Friske, and Gudgeon. 
Here comes the thing ! 
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With what formality he treads, and talks. 
And mana^th a toothpick like a statesman. 

j4mb. How he's transform *d ! 

Mar, Is not his soul Italian ? 

Boi. Ill not bid him welcome home. 

Amb. Nor I. 

Mar, What's the other rat that's with him ? 

Col. D'ye not know him ; 'tis the court dancing weasel. 

Mar, A dancer, and so gay ! 

Col, A mere French footman, sir ; does he not look 
Like a thing come off o'th* saltcellar i 

Mar. A dancer? 
I would allow him gay about the legs, . 
But why his body should exceed decorum. 
Is a sin o'th' state. 

Frei, Thaf s aU Ito Le Fruke, 

I can inform you of their dance in Italy ; 
Marry, that very morning I left Venice, 
I had iutelligencft of a new device. 

Le Fru. For the dance. Monsieur? 

Frei. Si,9tgnior: I know not 
What countr3^an invented, but they say 
There be chopinoes made ^dth such rare art. 
That, worn by a lady, when she means to dance, 
Shall with their very motion sound forth music. 
And by a secret sympathy with their tread 
Strike any tune, that without other instrument. 
Their feet both dance and play. 

Le Fris. Your lodging. Monsieur ? 
That when I have leisure I may dare 
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Present an humble ierviteur. 

Fret. I do lie 
At the sign of Donna Margaretta de Pia 
In the Strand. 

Gud. At the Magget a Pie in the Strand, sir. 

Le Fris, At de Magdepie, bon, adieu, serviteur, [eant. 

Amb. He will not know ub. 

Gud, D'ye see those gentlemen ? 

Fres, Thou Pantalone,* be silent. 

Col. Ill spe^ to him : 
You're welcome home^ sir. 

Frei, Signiorl [exit. 

CoL He will not know me, this is excellent : 
He shall be acquainted better, ere I part ^ 
With any sums. 

Amb. Next time we'll not know him. 

Boi. Would all my creditors had this blessed ignorance ! 

Mar. Now, colonel, I'll take my leave. 

\eafeunt Sir Marmaduke and Sir Ambrose. 

Bos. I am engag'd too. 

Col. Well. 

Bos. I shall meet you anon, 
I am to wait upon a cousin of mine. 

Col. A countess ? 

* Pantalone. In the old edition this word is spelt Platalone', whidx is most 
probably an error of the press. That a person who pretends to have just re- 
turned from Venice, and who aflRects, in consequence, a knowledge of the Ita- 
lian language, should sprinkle his oonversaticNi with Italian, is likely enough. 
The character of Pantalone (an old man) was oomm<ni an the Italian stage, and 
is, it is conjectured, used here in the sense of Dotard. 
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Bos, My lord. 

Enter Lord Rainebow and Barker. 

Lord R, Cousin I 

Bos, Your lordship honours me in this acknowledgement. 

Lord R. ColoneH 

^0*.- D'ye not know me, sir ? . 

Bar, YouVe not a proclamation that every man is bound 
to take notice oi, and I cannot tell who you are by instinct. 

Lord R, A kinsman of mine, Frank. . 

Col, Good morrow to your lordship. 

Lord R. Colonel, your humble servant ; hark you, 
Frank ! [exeunt Lord Rainebow and Barker, 

Bos, You are acquainted with my lord then. 
Is he not a complete gentleman ? his family 
Came in with the Conqueror. 

Col, You had not else been kiuto him. 

Bos. A poor slip, a scion from that honorable tree. 

Col, He is the ladies' idol, they have not leisure 
To say their prayers for him ; a great advancer 
Of the new ball. ' 

Bos, Nay, he's right, right as my leg, colonel. 

Col, But t' other gentleman, you do not know his inside. 

Bos, I have seen him ; he looks philosophical. 

Col, Who I he's the wit, whopoi your nobility 
Are much oblig'd to for his company ; 
He has a railing genius, and they cherish it. 
Flings dirt in every face when he's i' the humour. 
And they must laugh, and thank him ; he is dead else. 

Bos, Will the lords suffer him ? 
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CoL Or lose their mirth ; he's known in every science. 
And can abuse 'em all ; some have supposed 
He has a worm in's brain, which at some time 
O' the moon doth ravish him into perfect madness ; 
And then he prophecies, and wiU depose 
The emperor, and set up Bethlem Gabor.* 

Boi, He's dead ; I hope he will not conjure for him. 

CoL His fother shall not 'scape him nor his ghost, 
Nor heaven, nor hell, his jest must have free passage; 
He's gone ! and I lose time to talk of him : 
Farewell ! Your countess may expect too long. 

Bos, Farewell! colonel. [exewU, 

SCENE n. 

Enter Lady Rosamond, and Lady Honoria. 

Roi. Why do you so commend him ? 

Hon. Does he not 
Deserve it ? Name a gentleman in the kingdom. 
So afiable, so moving in his language. 
So pleasant, witty, indeed every thing 
A lady can desire. 

Ro$. Sure thou dost love him; 
I'll tell his lordshq), when I see him again. 
How zealous you are in his commendation. 

Hon, If I be not mistaken, I have heard 
Your tongue reach higher in his praises, madam, 

* Bethlem Gabor, the famous Prince of Transylvania, being proclaimed 
King of Hungary, was opposed by the Emperor, and obliged to conclude a peace 
in 1624. 
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Howe'er you now seem cold ; but if you tell him 
My opinion, as you shall do him no pleasure. 
You can do me no injury ; I know 
His lordship has the constitution 
Of other courtiers — they can endure 
To be commended. 

Rot, But, I pr'ythee, tell me, 
Is't not love whence this process ? I have, 
I must confess, discours'd of his good parts, 
Desir'd his company. 

Hon, And had it? 

Ros, Yes, and had it. 

Hon, All night. 

Ros, You are not, I hope, jealous : 
If I should say tjX night, I need not blush. 
It was but at a ball ; but what of this ? 

Hon, E'en what you wiU. 

Ros. I hope you have no patent 
To dance alone with him ; if he have privilege 
To kiss another lady, she may say 
He does salute her, and return a curtesey 
To shew her breeding ; but PU now be plainer : 
Although you love this lord, it may be possible 
He may dispose his thoughts another way. 

Hon, He may so. 

Ros, Who can help it ? he has eyes 
To look on more than one, and understands. 
Perhaps to guide and place his love upon 
The most deserving object. 

Hon, Most deserving ! 
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This language is not level vrith. that friendship 
You have profess'd ; this touches a comparison. 

Ros, Why do you think all excellence is throng'd 
Within your heauty ! 

Hon. You are angry, lady ; 
How much does this concern you to be thus 
Officious in his cause, if yoii be not 
Engaged by more than ordinary affection $ 
I must interpret thb no kind respect 
To me. 

Roi. Angry ! ha, ha ! 

Hon, You then transgress against civility. 

Ros. Good madam, why ? because 
I think and tell you that another lady 
May be as handsome in some man's opinion ; 
Admit I lov'd him too, may not I hold 
Proportion with you, on some entreaty } 

Enter Lord Rainebow. 

Lord R. They're loud, FUnot be seen yet. 

Ros. What: is it that exalts you above all 
Comparison ? my father was as good 
A gentleman, and my mother has as great 
A spirit. 

Hon. Then you love him too ? 

Ros. 'Twill appear 
No greater miracle in me, I take it : 
Yet difference will be, perhaps I may 
Aflfect him with a better consequence. 
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Hon. Your consequence perhaps may be denied too : 
Why there are no such wonders, in your eye. 
Which other compositions do not boast of. 
My lord, no doubt, hath in his travels clapp'd 
As modest cheeks, and kissM as melting lips. 

Rot. And yet mine are not pale. 

Hon. It may be, they blush for the teeth behind them. 

Roi. I have read 
No sonnets on the sweetness of your breath. 

Hon. Tis not perfumM. 

Ros. But I have heard your tongue exalted much. 
Highly commended. 

Hon. Not above your forehead. 
When you have brush'd away the hairy penterush,* 
And made it visible. 

Lord R. I'll now interrupt /em ; 
They'll fall by the ears else presently. \he coma forward. 

Hon. My lord. ' 

Lord R. What, in. contention, ladies ? 

i?M. Oh, my lord, you're welcome. 

Lord R. Express it in discovery of that 
Made you so earnest ; I am confident 
You were not practising a dialogue 
To entertain me. 

Hon. Yet it did concern you. 

Ros. Do not you bliish? fie, madam. 

* Penteruth it printed pmtehrtuh in the original edition. It is probable, 
the author intended to write pentertuht meaning a penthouse, the overhanging 
rooCi and porches of houses being then usually thatched with rushes ; although 
I have never seen the word used before. 
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LurdR, Nay, an' yon coitte to blnsh once, and fie, madam, 
rU know the secret, by tlite kiss I m^U, 
And this. [he kisses them both, 

Hon. You were kissM first, discover now 
At your discretion. 

Ros, My lord, we were in jest. 

Hon. It might have tumM to earnest, if your lordship 
bad not interposM. 

LordR. Come, out with it. 

Ros. We had a difference. 

Z^</72. WeUsaid. 

Ros. About a man in the world ; you had best name him 

Hon. You have the better gift at telling secrete. 

LordR. Yet again, come I'll help it out ; there is 
A gentleman in the world, some call a lord. 

Ros. Did your lordship overhear us ? 

Lord R. Nay, nay, you must stand to 't— one whom you 
Love ; it will appear no greater miracle 
In you, I take it ; one, no doubt, that hath 
Travelled, and clapp'd as modest cheeks, and kiss'd 
As melting lips ; thus for I'm right, but what 
Name this most happy man doth answer to. 
Is not within my circle. 

^o». Yet you know him. 

Ros. Not to retain your lordship longer in the daiic, 
Confident youll not accuse my modesty 
For ^ving you a truth, you shall not travel 
Beyond yourself to find his name ; but do not 
Triumph, my lord. 

Lord R. Am I so fortunate ? 
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Then, love, I do forgave thee, and will cherish 
The flame I did suspect would ruin me ; 
You two divide my love, only you two ; 
Be gentle in your empire, heavenly ladies 1 
No enemy abroad can threaten you. 
Be careful, then, that you maintun at home 
No civil wars. 

Hon, How d'ye mean, my lord? 

Lord R, You are pleas'd to smile upon me, gentle lady; 
And I have took it in my heart more than 
Imaginary blessings; with what pleasure 
Could I behold this beauty, and consume 
My understanding to know nothing else. 
My memory to preserve no other figure. 

Roi. My lord, I am not worth your flattery. 

Lard R, I flatter you? Venus herself be judge, 
To whom you are so like in aU that's fair, 
Twere sin but to be modest. 

Ros, How, my lord ? 

Lord R, Do not mistake me ; 'twere 
A sin but to be modest in your praises : 
Here's a hand, nature shew me such another ; 
A brow, a cheek, a lip, and every thing. 
Happy am I that Cupid's blind. 

Ros. Why happy? 

Lord R. If he could see, he would forsake his mistiness 
To be my rival, and for thy embraces 
Be banish'd heaven. 

Hon, My lord. 111 take my leave. 

Lord R. If you did know how great a part of me 
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Will wither in your abseDce, you would have 
More charity ; one accent of unkind 
Language from you doth wound me more than all 
The malice of my destinies; oh, dear madam» 
You say you'll take your leave of- your poor servant ; 
Say, rather, you will dwell for ever here. 
And let me stay and gaze upon 
Your heavenly form. 

Hon, I can be patient 
To hear your lordship mock me ; these are but' 
A coarse reward for my good thoughts. 

Lord R, This 'tis to use plain dealing, and betray the inside 
Of our hearts to women ; did you think well of me 
So late, and am I forfeited already. 
Am I a Christian ? 

Hon, Yes, I hope, my lord. 

Lord R, Make me not miserable then, dear madam. 
With your suspicion ; I dissemble with you ! 
But you know too well what command your beauty 
Has upon me. 

Hon, Give me leave. 
My lord, to wonder you can love me. 
With such a flame you have express'd, yet she 
Your mistress. 

Lord R, You are both my mistresses. , 

Roi, I like not this so well. 

Lord R. There is no way but one to make me happy. 

Hon. I wish, my lord, I had the art to effect 
What you desire. 
Ros, Or I. 
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LardR, It is within 
Your powers. 

Hon, Speak it, my lord. 

Lord R, Since it is so 
That I'm not able to determine which 
My heart, so equal unto both, would chuse. 
My suit is to your virtues ; to agree 
Between yourselves, whose creature I shall be. 
You can judge better of your worths than I ; 
My allegiance shall be ready, if you can 
Conclude which shall have the supremacy ; 
Take pity on your servant, gentle ladies. 
And reconcile a heart too much divided : 
So, with the promise of my obedience 
To her that shall be fairest, wisest, sweetest 
Of you two, when I next present a lover, 
I take distracted leave. \emt, 

Hon, Why, this is worse than all the rest. 

Ros. He's gone. 
And has referred himself to us. 

Hon, This will 
Ask counsel. 

Roi, And some time ; I would be loth 
To yield. 

Hon, And I ; Cupid instruct us both. [exeunt. 
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ACT 11. SCENE I. 
Enter Barker^ Frbshwatbr, 0nd Gudgeon. 

Bar, And what made you undertake this voyage. 
Sweet Signior Freshwater ? 

Frei, An affection 
I had to be acqufd|ited with some countries. 

Gud, Give him good words. 

Bar, And you return fraught home with the rich devices. 
Fashions of steeples^ and the ^tuations 
Of gallowses, and wit, no doubt, a bush^. 
What price are oats in Venice ? 

Frei, Siguier, 
I kept no horses there, my man and I — 

Bar, Were asses. 

Free, How, signior? 

Gud, Give him good words, a pox take him. 

Bar, Had not you land once ? 

Free, I had some dirty acres. 

Gud, I am his witness. 

Frei, Which I reduced into a narrow compass. 
Some call it selling. 

Gud, He would sell bargains. of a child. 

Fres, And 'twas a thriving policy. 

Bar, As how ? 

Frei, It was but two hundred pound per annum, sir ; 
A lean revenue. 

Bar, And did you sell it all ? 
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FreB, I did not leave an acre, rod, or perch ; 
That had been no discretion : when I was selling 
I would sell to purpose ; do you see this roll ? 
I have good security for my money, sir. 
Not an egg here but has five chickena in't ; 
I did most politicldy disburse my si|tn/S» 
To have five for <me ait my return from Venice, 
And now I thank my stars I am ^t home. 

Bar, And so, by consequence, in tluree months your estate 
Will be five times as much^ or quintupled. 

FreB, Yes, signior, quintiq[^ed'; 
I will not purchase, yet I meaii to. use 
This trick seven years together ; first 
111 still put out, and quintuply t» you calPt ; 
And when I can in my elxchequer tell 
Two or three millions, I will fall a purchasing. 

Bar. Kingdoms, I warrant. 

Fre%, I have a- mind to buy 
Constantinople from the Turk, and give it 
The emperor. 

Bar, What think you of Jerusalem ? 
If you would purchase that, and bring it nearer. 
The Christian pilgrims would be much oblig'd to you. 
When did you wash your socks ? 

Frez, I wear none, signior. 

Bar, Then ^s your breath ; to your lodging and perfiime 
it! 
You'll tell the sweeter lies to them that will 
Lose so much time to aak about your travel ; 
You will not ^ ydur debts r 
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Frei* Sell 'em ? no, Bignior. 

Bar, Have you as much left in ready cash as will 
Keep you and this old troul a fortnight longer? 
Die, and forgive the world I thou may'st be buried. 
And have the church-cloth, if you can put in 
Security the parish shall be put 
To no more charge ; dost thou hope to have a penny 
Of thy own money back ? is this an age 
Of five for one ? die ere the town take notice I 
There is a hideous woman carries ballads. 
And has a singing in her head ; take heed 
And hang thyself, thou may'st not hear the time : 
You remember Coryat.* 

Fr€%, Honest Tom Odcombe. 

Bar. We'll have more verses o' thy travels, coxcomb; 
Books shall be sold in bushels in Cheapside, 
And come in like the peascods, wain loads full 
Of thee, and thy man Apple John, that looks 
As he had been a se'nnight in the straw 
A ripening for the market ; £EU*ewell, russeting ! 
Thou art not worth my spleen ; do not forget 
My counsel; hang thyself, and thou go'st off 
Without a sessions. \emt, 

Frei, Fine! Fm glad he's gone. Gudgeon, what dost 
thou think ? 

€rud, I think you're well rid of a ruling madcap. 

• Tom Coryat of Odoombe» called the L^-«tretdier; a man who aspired 
to the reputation of a wit and a traveller withequal want of suooesa, as may be 
seen by any one who will take the trouble to consult his " Crudities.'* 
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Fret, Nay, nay, he'll not spare a lord : 
But were not I best call in my mollies, Gud^^eon? 
My estate will not hold out ; I most be more 
Familiar with my gentlemen. 

Enter Lord Rainebow. 

LordR. Jack Freshwater ! welcome from Venice. 

Frei. I thank your honour. 

Lard R. Was it not Frank Barker that parted from you I 

Frei. Yes, my lord. 

Zorrf A Whafs the matter ? 

Fret. There is a sum, my lord. 

LordR, Where is it, signior ? 

Fres, There was a sum, my lord, delivered 
From your poor servant Freshwater. 

Lord R. I remember : 
But I have business now ; come home to me. 
The money's safe ; you were to give me five . 
For one at your return. 

Frei. I, five ? Your lordship has forgot the cinquepace. 

Lord R. Something it is, but when I am at leisure 
We will discourse of that, and of your travel ; 
Farewell, signior. [ejnt 

Frei. Is't come to this ? if lords play fast and loose. 
What shall poor knights, and gentlemen ? 
Hum, 'tis he. 

Enter Colonel. 

Col. A pox upon him I what makes he in my way ? 
Frei. Noble colonel. 
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Coh Que dites vous^ momieur f 

Frei, Que diies vom / 

Col. Out, Je neparlepoi Anglm»* 

Fret, There were five English pieces. 

CoL Je ne parle pas AnglaUy me speak no word Eng- 
lish ; 
Fotre tervHeur, [eant. 

fVes, Adieu five pieces, 
Oudgeon gape> is't not he ? 
They will not use me o'this fashion : 
Did he not speak to me i'the morning ? 

Gud. Year, sir. 

Fres. I think so. 

Gud. But then you would not know him in Italian, 
And now he will not know you in French. 

Fres. Call you this selling of land, and putting out money 
To multiply estate ? 

€fud. To quintuply five for one ; large interest. 

Fres. Five for one I 'tis ten to one if I get my principal. 

Gud. Your roll is not at the bottom yet, try the rest. 

Fres, I have : signior, farewell. [e^veunt. 

Enter Scutilla and Solomon. 

Scu. Didst speak with the colonel ? 

Sol. I met him opportunely after all the rest, 

« The printer has made str^ai|se words out of the French introduced in 
different parts of the dialogue; but, it is presumed, the author intended that 
the Colonel shook! speak, it correctly. 
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And told him how mueh it would concern 
His liveUhood to make haste. 

Scu. He must not be seen yet ; you know where 
To attend for him : ^ve him access by 
The garden to my chamber, and bring 
Me nimbly knowledge when he is there. 

Sol. I shall, forsooth. [exit. 

SCENE n. 

Enter idovsiEVK Lb Frisks, Lady Rosamond, Lady Lucina, 
and Lady Honoria. 

Le Fris. Very well, an dat be skirvy, you run trot, trot, 
trot ; psha, follow me, faut madame, can you not tell so 
often learning? — Madame, you foot it now, Piait il? 

[to another Leufy who dances. 
Excellent, better den excellent, psha— you be laughed 
When you come to de ball ; I teach tree hundred, never 
Forgot so much, me sweat taking pain, and fiddUng 
Ladies. 

LfUC. Fiddling ladies, you molecatcher^ [the strikes him. 

Le Fris. Pourquoi? for telling you 
Dance not well, you commit faut, and beat me for my 
Diligence, begar, you dance your pleasure. 

Hon. No, Monsieur Le Friske, put not up your pipe ; my 
lady 
Was but in jest, and you must take it for a favour. 

Le Fris^ I veare no favours in dat place $ should any gen- 
tleman 
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Of England give me blow, diable, me teach him French 

Roi, Nay, yon shall not be so angry ; I must have a co- 
rante: 
Pray, madam, be reconcil'd. 

Luc. Come, monsieur, I am sorry. 

Le Fris. Sorre, tat is too much, par ma foi I I kiss tat 
white hand, give me one, two, tree buffets ; allez, aiiee, 
look up your countenance, your English man spoil you, 
he no teach you look up ; psha, carry your body in the 
swinmiing fashion, and den allez Mademoiselle, ha, ha, ha! 
So, fori bon, excellent, begar. [they dance. 

Luc. Nay, a country dance, Scutilla ; you are idle. 
You know we must be at the ball anon, come. 

Le Frii. Where is the ball this night ? 

Luc. At my Lord Rainebow's. 

Le /H«. Oh, he dance finely, begar ; he deserve the ball 
of de world : fine, fine gentleman, your oder men dance, 
lop, lop with de lame leg, as they want crushes, begar ; 
and look for argent in the ground, psha. 

[they dance a new country dance. 
Ha ! ha ! fort bon. 

Ros. Now, madam, we take our leave. 

Luc. Ill recompense this kind visit : does your coach 
stay? 

Hon, Yes, madam ; 
Your ladyship will be too much troubled. 

Luc. I owe more service. 

Scu. Monsieur, youll begone too. 

Le Fris. I have more lady, my scholars. 
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Scu. Is that the way of your instrument ? 

Le Fris. A la mode de France \ fil fi /* adieu. 
Madame, voire serviteur. 

Adieu demi Monsieur.f [to Scutilla ; — exeunt all but 

Scutilla, 

Enter Solomon and Colonel. 

Scu, Sir, you are welcome. 

Col, I thank you, lady. 

Scu, The time's too narrow to discourse at large. 
But I intend you a service ; 
You have deserv'd it 

In your own nobleness to one I call a kinsman. 
Whose life, without your charity, had been 
Forfeit to his general's anger ; 'twas not 
Without his cause you after quit your regiment. 

CoL He was my friend ; forget it. 

Scu. You were sent for 
By the Lady Lucina. 

Col. Whose command I wwt. 

Scu. Twas my desire to prepare you for 
The entertunment j be but pleas'd to obscure 
Yourself behind these han^gs a few minutes; 
I hear her ; you may trust me. 

Col. Without dispute, I obey you, lady. 

* Fit, fit, in the original edition, which I have alteiied as above : if the 
anendation be not right, it bas at least some meaning. 

t The whole of this sentence is given to LeFriske, whether eonectly or not 
I doubt— If, however, it be properly assigned to him, the last line was most 
likely intended to be addressed to Scutilla. 
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Enier Lady Lucina. 

lAtc. Now, Scutilla, we are ripe and ready 
To entertain my gamesters ; my man said 
They promised all to come ; I was afraid 
These ladies in their kind departure would not 
Bequeath me opportunity, and the mirth 
Doth in the imagination so tickle me, 
I would not willingly have lost it for a jewel 
Of some value. 

Scu. Then your purchase holds. 

Luc. If they hold their affections, and keep touch. 
Well have some sport. 

Enter Solomon. 

SoL Sir M armaduke Travers. 

Luc, Away, Scutilla, and 
Laugh not loud between our acts ; we'll meet 
Again like music, and make our selves merry. 

Scu, I wait near you* {eant Solomon. 

Enier Sir Marmadukb. 

Luc, Sir Marmaduke,- 1 thought I should have had 
Your visit without % summons^ 

Mar, Lady, "you gave 
One feather to the wings I had before ; 
Can there be at last a service to employ 
Your creature ? 

Luc. Something hath plead^ for youin your absence. 

Mar, Oh let me dwell upon your hand j my stars 
Have then remembered me again. 
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Luc, How do the fens } ■' ' 
Goes the dndning forward, and your iron mills ? 

Mar. Draining, and iron mills ? I know not, madam. 

Luc. Come, you conceal youi industry, and care 
To thrive ; you need not be so close to me. 

Mar. By this hand, lady-*have I any irony mills ? 

Luc. I am abus'd else; nay, I do love 
One that has wind-mills in his head. 

Mar. How, madam ? 

Luc. Projects, and proclamations : did not you 
Travel to Yarmouth to learn how to east 
Brass buttons F nay, I like it; it is an age 
For men to look about them; Shall I trust 
My estate to one that has no thrift, a fellow 
But with one face ? my husband shall be a Janus, 
He cannot look too many ways ; and is 
Your patent for making vinegar confirm'd ? 
What a face you put upon't ; nay, ne'er dissemble 
Come, I know all, you'll thank that friend of yours. 
That satisfied my enquiry of your worth 
With such a welcome character ; but why 
Do I betray myself so fast ? beshrew 
His commendations^ 

Mar. How is this ? some body. 
That meant me well,' and knew her appetite 
To wealth, hath told this of me ; 111 make use on't 
Well, madam, I desir'd these things more private 
Till something worth a mine, wl^ich I am now 
Promoving, had been perfect to salute you ; 
But I perceive you hold intelligence 
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In my affairs, which I interpret love. 
And I'll requite it : will you be content. 
Be a Countess for the present. 

Luc, I shall want 
No honour in your love. 

Mar, When shall we marry ? 

Luc, Something must be prepar'd. 

Mar, A licence, and say no more. 
How blest am 1 1 do not blush, 
I will not kiss your lip, till I have brought it. [esit, 

Luc, Ha, ha, Scutilla? 

Scu, Be secret still. \to the Colonel 

Luc, Can*st thou not laugh ? 

Scu, Yes, madam ; you have kept your word. 
The knight's transported, gone 
To prepare things for the wedding. 

Luc. How did'st thou like the iron mills ? 

Scu. And the brass buttons — ^rarely ; have you devices 
To jeer the rest? 

Luc, All the regiment of them, or 111 break my bow- 
strings. 

Scu, Sir Ambrose Lamount. 

Luc. Away, and let the swallow enter. 

Enter Sir Ambrose and Solomon. 

Luc, Why, sirrah, I did conmiand you give access to none 
But Sir Ambrose Lamount, 
Whom you know I sent for. 
Audacious groom ! 

Sol, It is Sir Ambrose, madam. [eant Solonm. 
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Luc. It is Sir Ambrose Coxcomb ! it is not. 
Cry mercy, noble sir, I took you, muffled. 
For one that every day solicits me 
To bestow my little dog upon him ; but you're welcome ; 
I think I sent for you. 

Amb. It is my happiness 
To wut your service, lady. 

Zrtfc. I hear say you have vow'd to die a batchelor, 
I hope it is not true, sir. 

Amb, I die a batchelor ! 

Luc. And that youll turn religious knight. 

Amb, I. turn religious knight ! who has abusM me ? 

Luc. I would only know the truth : it were great pity ; 
For my own part I ever wish'd you well. 
Although in modesty I have been silent ; 
Pray, what's o'clock ? 

Amb, How's this ! 

Luc. I had a dream last night : me thought I saw you 
Dance so exceedingly rarely, that I fell 
In love. 

Amb. In love with me ? 

Luc. With your legs, sir. 

Amb. My leg is at your service to come over. 

Luc. I wonder'd at my self; but I consider'd. 
That many have been caught with handsome faces ; 
So my love grew. 

Amb. Upwards. 

Luc. What followed in my dream 
I have forgot. 

Amit. Leave that to finish waking. 
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Luc, Since the morning 
I find some alteration ; you know 
I have told you twenty times, I would not love you. 
But whether 'twere your wisdom, or your fate. 
You would not be satisfied ; now, I know not. 
If something were procur'd, what I should answer. 

Amb, A licence ? say no more. 

I/uc. Would my estate were doubled. 

Amb, For my sake. 

Luc, You have not purchased since you fell in love ? 

Amb, Not much land. 

Luc, Revels have been some charge to you; you were 
ever 
A friend to ladies; pity, but he should rise 
By one, has fallen with so many ; had you not 
A head once ? 

Amb, Ahead ? I have one still. 

Luc, Of hair, I mean : 
Favours have glean'd too much ; pray, pardon me ; 
If it were mine, they should go look their bracelets,* 
Or stay till the next crop ; but, I blush, sir. 
To hold you in this discourse, you will perhaps 
Construe me in a wrong sense ; but, you may use 
Your own discretion till you know me better. 
Which ia my soul's ambition. 

Amb, I am blest. 



• They should go look their brcteelets—tiukt is, that they should thin, or, at u 
before expressed, glean their bracelets. To look, is still used in the North of 
England, in the sense of ' to thin or weed young wheat,' fte. 
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€ol. Cunning gipsy ! she'll use me thus too 
When I come to't 

Amb, Lady, I know your mind; when I see you next, \esit. 

Luc, Youll see me again, ha, ha, ha, IScutilla? 

Scu, Here, madam, almost dead with stifliog my laughter ; 
Why, he's gone for a license, you did eigoinhim no 
Silence. 

Luc, I wou'dhave 'em all meet, and brag o'their several 
Hopes ; they will not else be sensiiile, and quit me o'their 
Tedious visitation : — ^Who's next ? 
I would the Colonel were come, 
I long to have a bout with him. 

Enter Solomon. 

Sol, Mr. Bostock, madam. 

Luc, Retire, and give the jay admittance, [exit Solomon. 

Enter Bostock. 

Bos, Madam, I kiss your fair hand. 

Luc. Oh, Mr. Bostock. 

Bos. The humblest of your servants. 

Luc. 'Twill not become your birth and blood to stoop 
To such a title. 

Bos. Imust confess, dear lady, 
I carry in my veins more precious honour 
Than other men ; blood of a deeper crimson ; 
But you shall call me any thing. 

Luc. Not I, sir J , 
It would not become me to change your title. 
Although I must confess . I coul4. desire 
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You were less honorable. 
Bos, Why, I pr'ythee, 
Is't a fiaalt to spring from the nobility ? 
There be some men have sold well farour'd lordships. 
To be ill-foyour'd noblemen, and though 
I wear no title of the state, I can 
Adorn a lady. 

Luc. That is my misfortune, 
I would you could not, sir. 
Bos. Are you the worse 
For that? consider, lady. 
Luc. I have considered. 
And I could wish with all my heart you were 
Not half so noble ; nay, indeed, no gentleman. 
Boi. How, lady ? 

Luc, Nay, if you give me leave to speak my thoughts, 
I would you were a fellow of two degrees 
Beneath a footman, one that had no kindred, 
But knights o*the post, nay, worse ; pardon me, sir. 
In the humour I am in ; I wish, and heartily. 
You were a son o'the people rather than — 
Boi. Good madam, give me your reason. 
Luc. Because I love you. 
Bos. Few women wish so ill to whom they love. 
Luc. They do not love like me then. 
Boi. Say you so ? 

Luc. My wealth's a beggar, nay the title of 
A lady which my husband left, is a shadow 
Compared to what you bring to ennoble me. 
And all the children you will get ; but I, 
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Out of my love, desire you such a one. 
That I might add to you, that you might be 
Created by my wealth, made great by me; 
Then should my love appear, but, as you are, 
I must receive addition ft'om you. 

Bos, No body hears ; why, hark you, lady I could 
Vou love me, if I were less honorable ? 

Luc. Honorable ! why you cannot be so base 
As I would have you, that the world might say. 
My marriage gave you somewhat. 

Bos. Say you so ? 
Under the rose, if that will do you a pleasure. 
The lords do call me cousin, but I am 

Luc. What? 

Bos. Suspected. 

Luc. How? 

Bos. Not to be lawful ; .1 came in at the wicket. 
Some call it the window. 

Luc* Can you prove it ? 

Bos. Say no more. 

Luc. Then 1 prefer you before all my suitors ; 
Sir Ambrose Lamount, and Sir Marmaduke 
Travers, are all mountebanks. 

Bos. What say you to the Colonel ? 

Luc. A lancepresado !* how my joy transports m^ ! 

* Laneepretado, laneepe$ado, laneepritado, — a Uuioe corporal, the lowest grade 
ci military officers. Laneeprewdo Match is one of the characters in Hey wood's 
Ropai King at%d Loyal StOoect » and laneepresaido occurs in Massingefs Maid 
cf Honour. Of thisterm Mr. Oifford has, in hisedition of that poefs dramatic 
works, giTen the following explanation from the SobUer't Accidence:'-'" The 
D 
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But shall I trust to this, do not you flatter ? 
Will not you fly ft'om that, and be legitimate. 
When we are married? you men are too cunning 
\^th simple ladie^. 

Bos. Do but marry mejt 
111 bring the midwife. 

Luc. Say no more ; provide 
What you think necessary^ and all shall be 
Dispatch'd. 

Boi. I guess yourmeaning. and thus seal 
My best devotion. [jfolutes her and ewiK 

Scu. Away now, and pi%<sent yourself. 

{aside to the ColoneL 

Luc. Oh Scutilla, hold me, I shall fall 
In pieces else, ha, ha, ha ! 

Scu. Beshrew me, madam, but I wonder 
At you ; you wound him rarely up. 

Luc. Have not I choice of precious husbands ? now an' 
The Colonel were here, the task 
Were over. 

Scu. Then you might go play. 
Madam, the ColpneL 

Enter Colonel. 

Luc. Is he come once more ? withdraw — bid him march 

hither. 
Col. Now is my turn. — \aitde.'\ Madam I 

lowsst noge and metaett officer in an anny it called the lanoepesado or 
prendo, who ia a leader or governor of half a file, and therefbie is com m o nl y 
called a middle man, or captain over four." 
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Luc, You're welcome, sir ; I thought you would have gone. 
And not grac'd me so much as with a poor 
Salute at parting. 

CoL Gone! whither? 

Luc, To the wars. 

C^ She jeers me already; no, lady, Pm already 
Engaged to a dege at home, and, 'till that service 
Be over, I enquire no new en^loyments. 

Luc, For honour's sake, wh4t siege ? 

Cui, A citadel. 
That several forces are set down before. 
And all is entrench'd. 

Luc, What citadel? 

Col, A woman. 

Luc, She cannot hold out long. 

Ccl, Ostend was sooner taken than her fort 
Is like to be, for any thing I perceive. 

Luc, Is she so well provided ? 

Col, Her provision 
May fail her, but she is devilish obstinate ; 
She fears nor fire nor famine. 

Luc. What's her name ? 

Col, Lucina. 

Luc, Ha^ ha, ha I alas, poor colonel ! 
If you'll take my advice, remove your siege, 
A province will be sooner won in the 
Low Countries : ha, ha, ha ! 

Col, Lady, you sent for me. 

Luc, 'Twas but to tell you my opinion in this business, 
YouTl sooner circumcise the Turk's dominions. 
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Than take this toy you talk of ; I do know it. 

Farewell, good soldier ; .ha, ha, ha !:: and yet 'tis pity ; 

Is there no stratagem, no trick, no undermine ? 

If she be given so desperate, your body : . 

Had need to be well victualFd : there's .a city ' 

And suburbs in your belly,, and; you must 

Lay in betimes to prevent mutiny r 

Among the small guts, .which with wind of 'venge else 

Will break your guard of buttons ; ha, ha, ha ! 

Come, we'll laugh, and lie down in the next room> ScutiUa. 

CoL So, so, I did expect no good ; 
Why did not I strike her ? but Pll do something. 
And be with you to bring 't before you think of 't ; 
Malice and Mercury assist me. [eMt. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 
^f}/er Lord Rafnebow and Barkbr. 

Bar, So, so, you've a precious' time on't. 

LordR. Who can help it, Frank, if ladies will 
Be wild, repentance tame 'em I for my part, 
I court not them, till they provoke me to*t. 

Bar And do they both a£fect you ? 

Lord R, So they say, . 
And did justify it to my face. 

Bar, And you did praise their. modesty? 

Lard R, ; I confess I prais'd them 
Both, when I saw no remedy. 
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Bar, You did, and .they believed? 

Lord R. Religiously. 

Bar, Do not. 
Do not believe it, jny young lord, they'll make 
Fools of a thousand such ; they do notilove you. 

LordR, Why, an't shall please your wisdom? 

Bar, They are women j 
That's a reason, and may satisfy, you. 
They cannot love a man. 

Zor«r/2, What then? 
■ Bar, Themselves; , 
And all little enough $ they have a trick 
To conjure with; their eyes,. and perhaps nuse 
A masculine spirit, but lay n6ne. 

Lard R, Good Cato, 
Be not over-wise now; what's the reason 
That women are not sainted in your/calendar ?. 
You have no frosty constitution. 

Bar. Would you were half so honest. 

Lord R, Why a woman 
May love thee one day. 

Bar, Yes, when I make legs . 

And faces like such fellows as you are. 

Ente^ Monsieur Le Friske. 

Lord R, Monsieur Le Friske. 

Le Frii,Serviteur, 

Lord R, Nay, Frank, thou shalt not go. 

Bar, Fll come agfdn when you have done your jig. 

Le Fris, Ah! monsieur. 



y Google 



38 THE BALL. 

Lwd R. Come^ you shall sit down, this fellow will make 
thee laugh. 

Bar. I shall laugh at you both^ an' I stay. 

Lord R. Hark you, monsieur, this gentleman has a great 
mind to learn to dance. 

Le Fris. He commuid my service. 
Please your lordship begin, tat he may 
See your profit, allez-^^l 

LordR. How like you this, Frank? 

Bar, Well enough for the dog-days ; but have 
You no other dancing for the winter, a man 
May freeze and walk thus. 

Le Fris. It be all your grace, monsieur ; your 
Dance be horseplay, begar, for de stable, not 
De chamber; your gronnd passage, ha ! 
Never hurt de back, monsieur, nor trouble 
De leg mush $ ha, plait il, you leam» 
Monsieur ? 

Lard R. For mirth^s sake, an' thou lovest me. 

Le Fris, Begar, I teach you, presently, dance with allde 
grace of de body for your good, and my profit. 

Bar. Pardon me, my lord. 

Le Fris. Oh not, pardonnez mot. 

Lard R. Do but observe his method. 

Bar. I shall never endure it, pox upon him. 

Le Fris. Tis but dis in de beginning, one, two, tree, four, 
five, the cinquepace ; allez, monsieur ; stand upright an 
begar. 

Lord R, Let him set you in t'other posture. 

Le Fris. My broder, my lord, know well, for de litle kit de 
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fiddle^ and me for de posture of de body ; begar, de king 
has no too sush subjects, ha ! dere be one foote, two foote ; 
have you tree foote •' begar, you have more denl have den. 

Bar. I shall break his fiddle. 

Lord R, Thou art so humorous. 

Le Fris. One been two, ha, you go too fast, you be at 
Dover, begar, and me be at Greenwish ; de toder leg, psha. 

Bar, A pox upon your legs. 111 no more. 

Le Fris, Pourquoil 

Lord R, Ha, ha, ha! I would some ladies were here to 
laugh 
At thee now ; you .will not be so rude to meddle with 
The monsieur in my lodging. 

Bar, ril kick him to death, and bury him in abase^ol — 
Jackalent ! 

Le Fris. Jackalent ! begar, you be Jackenape j if I had 
my weapon you durst no a£front me ; I be as good gentle- 
man, an' for all my fiddle as you ; call me a Jack a de lent ! 

Lord R. Rail upon him, monsieur ; PU secure thee, ha, 
ha, ha ! 

Le Fris. Because your leg have de poc, or someting dat 
make em no veil, and frisky you make a fool of a monsieur. 
My lord use me Kke gentleman, an I care no rush for you ; 
be desperate, kill me, and me complaine to de king, and 
teach new dance, galliard to de' gibbet, you be hang*d in 
English fJEishion. 

Bar. Go, you're an impertinent lord, and I will be re- 
veng'd. [ewit. 

Lord R. Ha, ha ! ^ood Diogenes. Come, monsieur, 
You and I will not part yet. 
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Le Fris, My lord^ if you had not been here^ ine would 
have broken his head with my fiddle. 
. Lord R. You might sooner have broke your fiddle ; but 
strike up. 

Le Fris* AUex, ah, bon. [eaeunt dancing. 

SCENE II. 

Enier Bostock. 

Bo9. I spy Sir Marmaduke coming after me : 
This way 111 take to avoid his tedious questions ; 
Hell interrupt me, and I have not finished 
Things fit for my design. 

Enter Sir Ambrose. 

Amb, Tis Mr. Bostock ; little does he think 
What I am going upon; I fear I shall not 
Contain my joys. 

Bos, Good fortune to Sir Ambrose. 

Amb. Sir, you must pardon me, I cannot wait 
Upon you now, I have business of much consequence. 
. Boe. \ thought to have made the same excuse to you. 
For at this present I am so engag'd. 

Amb. We shall meet shortly. 

Both, Ha, ha, ha I 

Bos, Poor gentleman, how is he beguil'd. 

Amb, Your nose is wip'd, hum, 'tis Sir Marmaduke, 

Enter Sir Marmaduke and Colonel. 
I must salute him. 
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Bi>i. The colonel t there's no going back. 

Mar, What misfortune's this ? but 'tis no matter : 
Noble sir, how is't ? 

Amb. As you see, sir. 

Col, As I could wish, noble Mr. Bostock. 

Bos, Your humble servant, colonel. 

Col, Nay, nay, a word. 

Mar. I shall not forbear jeering these poor things; 
They shall be mirth. 

Col, What ! all met so happily } and how my 
Sparks of honour? 

Amh, Things so tickle me, 
I shall break out. i ' 

Col, When saw you our mistress, lady Lucina? 

Amb, My suit is cold there ; Mr. Bostock carries 
The lady clean before him. 

Bot, No, no, no, it is Sir Marmaduke. 

Mar, I glean my smiles after Sir Ambrose. 

Col, None of you see her to-day ?! 
I may as soon marry the moon, and get 
Children on her ; I see her not this three days : 
'Tis very strange ; I was to present my service 
This morning. 

Mar, You'll march away with all. 

Col, I cannot tell, but there's small sign of victory; 
And yet, methihks, you should not be neglected. 
If the fens ga forward, and your iron mills. 

Mar, Has she betra/d me ? 

Col, Some are industrious^ 
And have the excellent skill to cast brass buttons. 
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Mar, Colonel! floMy. 

Col. How will you sell your vinegar a pint? 
The patent's something saucy. 

Amb, The colonel jeers him. 

Bo9. Excellent! ha, ha ! 

Col. Had not you a head once. 
Of hair I mean ; favours have gleanM too much> 
If ladies will have braceleto^ let 'em sti^ 
Tin the next crop. 

Amb. Hum, the very language she ns'd to me. 

BoM. Does he jeer him too; nay, nay, pr'ythee spare 
him, ha! ha! 

Col. You may do much, and yet I could desire 
You were less honorable ; for though you have 
Blood of a deeper crimson, the good lady 
Out of her love could wish you were a thing 
Beneath a footman, and that you had no kindred 
But knights o'the post 

BoM. Good colonel! 

Col, Nay, pardon me ; 
In the humour I am in, I wish, and heartily. 
You were a son o'the people. 

Bo9. Colonel! 
How the devil came he by this ? 

Col. Under the rose there was a gentleman 
Came in at the wicket : these are tales of which 
The Greeks have store; fair hopes, gentlemen! 
Mtur. How came you by this intelligence ? 
Col. Nay, Fll no whispering, what I say to one 
WtM concern every man ; she has made 
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You coxcombs. 

^mb. It does appear. 

CoL And more than does appear; yet 
I had my share. 

Bos. That's some comfort ; I was afraid. 

Col. But you shall pardon me : I'll conceal 
The particulars of %er bountiful abuses 
To me, let it suffice I know we are all 
Jeer'd most abominably; I stood behind 
The hangings when she sign'd your several passes; 
And had my own at last wor^e than the constable's ; 
That this is true^ you shall have more than oath ; 
111 join you in revenge, and if you will not 
I will do't alone. 

Mar, She is a devil. 

Amd, Damn her then, till we think on something else; 
Let's all go back, and rail upon her. 

Bos. Agreed, a pox upon her 1 

Mar. We cannot be too bitter ; she's a hell cat. 

Amk. D'ye hear ? listen to me ; our shames are equd. 
Yet if we all discharge at once upon her. 
We shall but make confusion, and perhaps 
Give her more cause to laugh : let us chuse one 
To curse her for us all. 

Col. lis the best way ; and if you love me, gentlemen,. 
Engage me, I deserve this favour for my 
Discovery; 111 swear her into hell. 

Mar. Troth I have no good vein; I'm content. 

Bos. (Gentlemen, noble colonel, as you respect 
A wounded branch of the nobility. 
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Make it my office ; she abus'd me most, and if 
The devil do not fiirnish me with language^ 
I'll say he has no malice. 

Col, If they consent. 

Mar, Amb, With all our hearts. 

Bo9, I thank you« gentlemen. 

Col. But let us all together: 111 not^ barr'd 
Now and then to interpose an oath. 
As I shall find occasion. 

Bo8» You'll relieve me 
When I take breath ; then you may help, or you. 
Or any to confound her. 

CoL Let's away. 

Bo9, Never was witch so tortur'd. [eiveunt, 

SCENE III. 

Enter Freshwater, Gudgeon, and Solomon. 

• Sol, Noble Mr. Freshwater, welcome from travel. 

Fres, Where be the ladies ? 

Sol, In the next room, sir; 
My lady Rosamond is sitting for her picture : 
I presume you will be welcome. 

Frea, An English painter ? 

Sol, Yes, sir. 

Fres, Pr'ythee, let me see him. [he gives Freshwater 
access to the chamber and returns. 

Sol. This way, honest Gudgeon ; 
How are matters abroad ? a touch of 
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Thy travel ; what news? 

Gud. Firsts let me understand the state of things 
At home. 

Sol. We have little alteration since thou went'st; 
The same news are in fashion ; 
Only gentlemen are fain to ramble, and stumble 
For their flesh since the breach o'the bankside. 

Chid, Is my aunt defunct ? 

SoL Yet the viragos have not lost their spirit; some of 
Them have challeng'd the field every day, where 
(jentlemen have met them; oh, the dog days bit 
Shrewdly : 'twas a villainous dead vacation. 

€fud. Is Paul's alive still ? ' 

Sol. Yes, yes, a little sick o'the stone ; she voids some 
Every day, but she is now in physic. 
And may in time recover. 

Gud. The Exchange stands ? 

iS!9/. Longer than a church ; 
There is no fear while the merchants have but feuth. 
A little of thy travels, for the time is precious ; what 
Things have you seen or done since you left England ? 

Gud, I have not leisure to discourse of particulars ; but 
first 
My master and I have run France through and through. 

Sol. Through and through ! how is that, man ? 

Gud. Why, once forward,' and once backward, that's 
through and through. 

Sol. Twas but a cowardly part to run a kingdom through 
backward. 
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Gud, Not with <mr kones, Solomon, net with our horses. 
Enier Freshwater and Lady Rosakond. 

Fres. Madam, I did not think your ladyship 
Had so little judgment. 

/20t. As how, signior ? 

Fres. As to let an EngUshman draw 
Your picture, and such rare monsieurs in town. 

Rog. Why not English i 

Fres. Oh, by no means, madam. 
They have not active pencils. 

Rot, Think you so ? 

Fres. You must encourage strangers while you live. 
It is the character of our nation ; 
We are famous for dejecting our own countrymen. 

Ros. Is that a principle ? 

Fres. Who teaches you to dance ? 

Ros. A Frenchman, signior. 

Fres. Why, so ; 'tis necessary ; 
Trust while you live tlra Frenchman with your legs, 
Your faces vdth the Dutch ; if you mislike 
Your face, I mean if it be not suffidently 
Punted, let me commend upon my credit 
A precious workman to your ladyship. 

Ros, What is he ? 

Fres. Not an Englishman, I warrant you ; 
One that can please the ladies every way ; 
You shall not sit with him all day for shadows. 
He has regalias, and can present you with 
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Sockets of fourteen-pence a pound, canary^ 
Pmnellas, Venice glasses, Parmasan, 
Sugars^ fiolognia sausages all from AntMrcrp ; 
But he will make ollapodridos most incomparably. 

Ros. I have keard of Mm ; a noble lady 
Told me the other day^ that sitting, for 
Her picture^ she was stifled with a strange, • 
Perfume of horns. 

FVes. A butcher told me of 'em-^very likely. 

Ras. When I have need 
Of this rare artist, I will trouble you 
For my directions; leaving this discourse^ 
How thrives your catalogue of debtors, signior ? 

Fres. All have paid me, ))ut— r 

Ros. You shall not name me in the list of any 
That are behind f beside my debt, a purse 
For clearing the account, [gwes him apurte with money in it. 

Fre8, You are just, madam. 
And bountiful; though I came hither wi^ 
Simple intention to present my service ; 
It shall be crost ; Gudgeon, remember too 
Her ladyship's name. 

Ros, My cousin has the 
Same provision for you. 

Enter Barker, and Lady Honoria. 

Gud. \to Freshwater,'] — Sir I master Barker. 
Fres. Madam, 111 take my leave; 1*11 find another 
Time to attend my lady ; there's no light: 
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I cannot abide thb fellow. [emt with Gnd, 

Hon, Madam, master Barker hath some design 
Which he pretends concerns us both. 

Ro8, He's welcome, what is it ? 

Bar. My lord commends him to ye. 

Ro9, Which lord, sir ? 

Bar. The lord, the fine, the wanton, dancing lord, 
The lord that plays upon the gittem, and sings. 
Leaps upon tables, and does pretty things. 
Would have himself commended. 

Ros, So, sir. 

Bar, He loves you both ; he told me so. 
And laughs behind a visard at your fndlty. 
He cannot love that way you do. imagine. 
And ladies of the game are now no miracles. 

Hon, ^Vlthough he use to rail thus, yet we have 
Some argument to suspect his lordship's tongue 
Has been too liberal. 

Ro9, I find it too, and blush within to think 
How much we are deceived ; I may be even 
With this May-lord. [edU 

Hon, But does his lordship think 
We were taken with his person ? • 

Bar, You would not, an' you knew as much as I. 

Hon, How, sir? 

Bar, I have been acquainted with his body. 
Have known his baths and physic. 

Hon, Is*t possible ? I am sorry now at heart. 
I had a good thought on him, he shall see't. 
For I will love some other in revenge. 



y Google 



THE BALL. 49 

And presently, if any gentleman 

Have but the grace to smile, and court me up to't. 

Bar, Hum! 

Hon, A bubble of nobility 1 a giddy 
Fantastic lord ! I want none of his titles ; 
Now, in my imaginatipn, he appears 
ni-fiayour'd, and not any part about him 
Worth half a commendation ; would he were here. 

Bar. You'd make more of him. 

Hon. That I might examine. 
And do my judgment right between you two now ! 
How much he would come short! you have an eye 
Worth forty of his, nose of another making; 
I saw your teeth e^en now, compaPd to which. 
His are of the complexion of his comb, 
I mean his box, and will in time be yellower. 
And ask more making clean ; you have a show 
Of something on your upper lip ; a mtch . 
Has a philosopher's beard to him ; his chin 
Has just as many hounds as hurs that ever 
My eyes distinguished yet ; you have a body 
And not unpromising ; in his slashes one 
May see through him, and, for his legs, they both 
Would but make stuffing for one handsome stocking ; 
They're a lord's, I will be sworn ; I dote upon him ! 
I could wish somewhat ; but Fm sorry, sir. 
To trouble you so much ; all happy thoughts 
Possess you. [exit. 

Bar, How is this ? if I have wit 
To apprehend, this lady does not hate me; 
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I have profess'd a cynic openly ; 

This language melts^ Pll visit her agun. 

Re-enter Honoria. 

Hon. Sir, I have a small request to you. 

Bar. Lady, command. 

Hon. If you think I have power 
Or will to deserve from you any courtesy. 
Pray, learn to dance. 

Bar. To dance? 

Hon. At my entreaty, sir, to dance. 
It was the first thing took me with his lordship : 
You know not what may follow f fare you well. [e^eit* 

Bar, What pretends* this, to dance? there's something 
in't. 
I've revenged myself already upon my lord. 
Yet deeper with my lady is the sweeter : 
Something must be resolv'd. [e/pit. 

Enter Lady Lucina and Scutilla. 

Luc. Enough^ enough, of conscience ; lefs reserve 
Part of the mirth to another time ; I shall 
Meet some other hot W^rships'at the ball. 
Unless their apprehen^n pftmipt them 
£arlier, to know their folly- In pursuing ihe. 

Enter Solomon. 

Sol, Madam, the gentlemen, that were here this morning 

* Intend9» or meant. 
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In single visits, are come all together. 
And pray to speak with you. 

Luc. They've met already ; give them access. 

Sou, I wonder what they'll say. [emi Solomon. 

Enter Bdstock, Sir Ambrose, Colonbl, and Sir Marmaduke. 

Col. Be confident she shall endure it. 

Luc. So, so. 
How d'ye, gentlemen ? you're very welcome. 

^mb. Tis no matter for that, we do not come to be 
Welcome, neither will we be welcome; speak, Mr. Bostock. 

Bos. We come to mortify you. 

Luc. You will use no violence. 

Bos. But of our tongues ; and, in the names of these 
Abused gentlemen and myself, I spit 
Defiance. Stand further off, and be attentive ; 
Weep, or do worse ; repentance wet thy linen, 
And leave no vein for the doctor ! 

Luc. They're inad. 

Sou. Tliere is no danger, madam, let us hear them ; 
If they scold, we two shall be hard enough for them. 
An' they were twenty. 

Bos. Thou basilisk ! 

Luc At first sight i 

Bos. Whose eyes shoot fire and poison ; 
Malicious as a witch, and much more cunning ; 
Thou, that dost ride men. 

Luc. I ride men ! 

Bos. Worse than the night-mare; let thy tongue be 
silent. 
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And take our scourges patiently ; thou hast 

In thy own self all the ingredients 

Of wickedness in thy sex^ able to furnish 

Hell, if it were insufficiently provided 

With falsehood, a she fiend of thy own making ; 

Circe, that charm'd men into swine, was not 

So much a Jew as thou art ; thou hast made 

Us asses ; dost thou hear? 

j^mb. He speaks for us all. 

Bos. But it is better we be all made such. 
Than any one of us be monster'd worse. 
To be an ox, thy husband. 

Scu. Luc. Ha, ha, ha! 

Boi. Dost thou laugh, crocodile? 

Coi. That was well said. 

Bos. Spirit of flesh and blood, PU conjure thee> 
And let the devil lay thee on thy back, ^ 

I care not. 

3iar. Admirable Bostock ! 

Col. That spirit of flesh and blood was well inforc'd. 

Bos. You thought us animals, insensible 
Of all your jugglings, did you, Proserpine? 

Amb. Aye, come to that. 

Bos. And that we lov'd, lov'd with a pox, your phisnomy 5 
Know, we but tried thee, beldam, and thou art 
Thyself a son of the earth. 

Amb. How! she a son? 

Bos. Twas a mistake, but she knows my meaning; 
I begin to be a weary, gentlemen, 
PU breathe awhile. 
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Col. lis time, and, that you may 
Not want encouragement, take tliat. 

[gives hm a hex on the ear. 
Bos. Gentlemen! cdonel! what d'ye mean? 
CoL You shall know presently; dare but lift thy voice 
To fright this lady, or but ask thy pardon. 
My sword shall rip thy body for thy heart*. 
And nul it on her threshold ; or if you. 
The proudest, offer but in looks to justify 
The baseness of this wretch, your souls shall answer 't. 

Mar. How's this ? 

Col. O impudence unheard I Pardon, madam. 
My tedious silence; the affront grew up 
So fost I durst not trust my understanding 
That any gentleman could attempt so much 
Dishonour to a lady of your goodness. 
Was this your project, to make me appear 
Guilty of that I hate beyond all sacrilege? 
Was it for this you pray'd my company ? 
You tadpoles ! 'tis your presence charms my sword. 
Or they should quickly pay their forfeit lives : 
No altar could protect them. 

Amb. We are betray*d. 

Mar. Was it not his plot to have us ndl? 

Col. Say, shall I yet be active ? 

Luc. By no means ; 
This is no place for blood ; nor shall anyf cause 
Engage to such a danger. . 

• Part, in the qtuurta f ProbaUy, ** my cauw." 
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Col. Live to be 
Vour own vexations then till you be mad. 
And then remove yourselves with your own garters ! 
You shall not go before 1 know from whose 
Bnun this proceeded ; yoa are the mirth. 
Was ever civil lady so abusM 
In her own house V ingrateful horse-leeches ? 
Gould your corrupted naturei find no Way 
But this to recompense her noble £avours> 
Her courteous entertainments? would any 
Heathens done like to you? admit she was 
So just to say she could see nothing in you 
Worthy her dearer thoughts, as, to say truth. 
How could a creature of her wit and judgment 
Not see how poor and miserable things 
You are at best ? must you £be] impudent? 
In such a loud, and peremptory manner. 
Disturb the quiet Of her thoughts and dwelling? 
Gentlemen \ rather hinds \ scarce fit to mix. 
Unless you mend your manners, with her drudges. 

Luc. This shew^ a nobleness, does't not, Scutilla ? 

Bos, Why, sir, did not you. tell us ? 

Col What did I tell you? 

Bos. Nothing. 

Col. Begone, lest I forget myself. 

Bos. I have a token to remember you : 
A palsy upon your fingers, noble colonel ! 

Mar. Was this his stratagem 1 we must begone. 

\exeunt Sir Marmaduke, Bostock, and Sir Ambrose. 

Luc. Sir, I must thank ye, and desire your pardon 
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For what has past to your particular. 

CoL You've more than satisfied my service in 
Th' acknowledgment : disdain cannot provoke 
Me to be so insolent. 
Luc. Agidn I thank you. 

CoL I can forget your last neglect, if you 
Think me not too unworthy to expect 
Some favour from you. 

Luc. How d'ye mean ? 

Col. Why, 
As a servant should that is ambitious 
To call you mistress, till the happier title 
Of wife crown his desires. 

Luc. I must confess. 
This has won much upon me : but two words 
To such a bargain ; youVe a gentleman 
l*m confident would adventure for me. 

CoL As far as a poor life could speak my service. 

Luc, That's fair and far enough ; I make not any 
Exception to your person. 

CoL Body enough, 
I hope, to please a lady. 

Luc, But— 

CoL To my fortune. 

Luc. To that the least, I have estate for both. 

CoL Though it hold no comparison with yours. 
It keeps me like a gentleman. 

Luc, I have a scrapie. 

CoL You honour me in this : 
There's hope, if I c^n take away that care. 
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' You may be mine. 

Luc, Sir, can you put me in security 
That you have been honest ? 

€oL Honesty how d'ye mean ? 

Luc. Been honest of your body: you gentlemen 
Out of the wars, live lazy, and feed hi^^h. 
Drink the rich grape, and, in canary, may 
Do strange things, when the wine has wash'd away 
Discretion. 

Col. What is your meaning, lady ? 

Luc. I do not urge you for the time to come; 
Pray understand, have you been honest hitherto ? 
And yet, because you shall not trouble friends 
To be compurgators, Fll be satisfied. 
If you will take your own oath that you are. 

Col. Honest of my body ? 

Luc. Yes, sir, it will become me to be careful 
Of my health ; Ill^take your own assurance ; 
If you can dear your body by an oath, 
111 marry none but you, before this gentlewoman*. 

CoL Your reason why you use me thus ? 

Luc. I wonder you will ask ; do not I hear 
How desperate some have been, what pain, what physic? 

Col. This is a tale of a tub, lady. 

Luc. You rid no match without a shirt, to shew 
The complesdon of your body ; I have done, siri 
When you resolve to swear you're honest, I 
Vow to be yours, your mfe ; I am not hasty ; 
Think on't, and tell me, when we meet agun 
Anon, to-night, to-morrow, when you please ; 
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So farewell^ noble colonel ; come, ScutiUa. - 

[ejpeuni LucifM and Scuiilh. 
CoL Is't come to this? Tm jeer'd again; is't possible - 
To be honest at these years ? a man of my 
Complexion and acquaintance? was ever 
Crentleman put to this oath before in this fashion ? 
If I have the grace now to forswear myself. 
Something may be done ; and yet 'ds doubtful 
She'll have more tricks ; if widows be thus coltish. 
The devil will have a task that goes a wooing. [eani. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Lord Rainebow and Bostock. 

Bos. Such an affront, my lordl I was ashamM on't; 
A mere conspiracy to betray our fames ; 
But, had you seen how poorly they behav'd 
Themselves, such craven knights, a pair of drone-bees ! 
Fthe midst of my vexation, if I could 
Forbear to laugh, I have no blood in me ; 
They were so far from striking, that they stood 
Like images, things without life and motion ; 
Fear could not make so much as their tongue tremble ^ 
Left all to me. 

Lord R, So, so, what then did you ? 

Boi. The lady laugh'd too, and the colonel 
Increased his noise, to see how she deHded 
The poor knights. 
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Lord R, Leave their character, and proceed 
To What ydu'did. 

Bos, You shaH pardon me» my lbrd» 
I am not willing to report myself. 
They and the lady; i^nd the colonel 
Can witness I came on. 

Lord R, But how came you off, cousin ? that mUst com- 
mend you. 

Boa, I have my limbs, my lord, no sigii of loss 
Of blood you see, but this was fortune ; how 
The colonel came off 's uncertain. 

LordR, Do not you know ? 

Bot, No, I left him ; I think 'tis time. 

Lord R. You did not kill him ? 

Bos, Upon my faith, my lord, I meant it not; 
But wounds fall out sometimes when the sword's in : 
These are poor things to brag of ; I have tov'd 
Myself, you see. 

LordR, If it be so. 111 call you cousin still, my satinist. 

Enter Barker. 

Hark 1 You shall beat this Mow. 
Bos, Shall I, my lord, without cduset ^ 
Lord R, He;shaligive you cause presently ; how now, 

Gum'd taffeta! 
Bar, I pay for what I wear. 

My satin lord; your livardrbbe does not keep 

Me warm ; I do not run o'the ticket with 

The mercer's wife, and lecher out my debts 

At country houses. 



y Google 



THB BALL* 59 

Lord R. There's Bomethiiig. else- you do not. 

Bar. I do not use to flatter, such as you are. 
Whose bodies are. so rotten, they'll scarce keep 
Their souls from breaking out ; I write no odes 
Upon your mistressi to (Commend her postures 
And tumbling in a. coach towards Paddington, 
Whither you hurry her to Me the pheasants. 
And try what operation the eggs have 
At your return ; I am not taken with 
Your mighty nonsense, glean'd from heathenish plays. 
Which leave a curse upon the author for 'em, 
Tliough I have studied to redeem you from 
The infection of such books, which martyr sense 
Wo^rse than an almanack. 

LordR. Excellent siatire I 
But lash not on ; stop here, or I shall kick 
Your learned worship. 

Bar, But do not, I advise you do not. 

LardR. Why, do not? 

Bar» It will fall heavy on somebody if your lordship 
Kick me; I shall not spare your cousin there. 

LordR, On that condition, what do you think of that? 

[Inekt him. 

Bar. What do you think ? \to Basiock. 

Bos. Excellently well followed, by my troth, la; 
He'll pitch the bar well, I warrant, he does 
So follow his kick. 

Bar. Let it go round. \Mcii Betiock. 

Bos. Good, right as my leg again. 
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Lwrd R. Your leg I 'twas he that kick'd you. 

Boi. D'ye think I do not feel it? 

Lord R, Why d'ye not use your toes then ? 

Bos, What^ for a merry touch, 
A tricky a turn upon the toe ? d'ye hear, sir. 
You're good company, but, if thou lovest me ? — 

Bar, Love you? why, d'ye hear, sir, 

1,1.- 

What a pox should any man. see in you. 
Once to think of you 1 love a squirt ! 
Shall I tell thee what thou art good for? 

Bos, Aye. 

Bar, For nothing. 

Bos, Good again; my lord, observe, him, for nothing. 

Bar, Yes, thou wilt stop a breach in a mud wdl. 
Or serve for a Piiapus in the garden to. 
Fright away crows, and keep the com, bean shatter. 
Thou wilt. 

Bos, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Bar, Or thou wilt serve, at shrove-tide, to have thy legs 
Broken with penny truncheons in the street; 
Tis pity any cock should stand the peldng. 
And such a capon unprefer'd. 

Bos, Ha, ha, ha I 

Bar, Cry mercy, you're a kinsman to the lord> 
A gentleman of high and mighty blood. 

Lord R, But cold enough ; will not all this provoke him \ 

Bar, Dost hear? for all this I will undertake 
To thrash a better man out of a Wench 
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That traveb with her butter-milk to' market 

Between two dorsers,* any day of the week. 

My twice sod tail of fp*een fish ; I will do't^ 

Or lose my inheritance. Tell me, and do not stammer : 

When wert thou cudgel'd last ? what woman beat thee? 

Bo9, Excellent Barker I 

Bar. Thou art the town top ; 
A boy mil set thee up^ and make thee spin 
Home with an eel-skin ; ' do not marry^ do not; 
Thy wife will coddle thee, and serve thee up 
In plates, with sugar and r6se-water> to 
Him that hath the grace to cuckold the^ ; 
And if Pythagoras' transmigration 
Of souls were true, thy spirit -should be tenant 
To a horse. 

Boi. Why to a horse ? 

Bar. A switch and spur would do some good upon you : 
Why dost thou interfere ? get the grincomes^f go. 
And straddle like a gentleman that would 
Not shame his kindred; but what' do I 
Lose dme with such a puppy ? 

Bot, Well, go thy ways; Ml justify thy wit 
At my own peril. 

Bar. I would speak with you ; \to Lord Rainebaw, 

Be not too busy with your lordship's legs ; 
111 tell you somewhat. 

Lord R. Speak to the purpose then. 

Bar. I bestow'd 

• Bor»er$, panniers. t OrincmMgy the Frendi diieaie. 
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A visit on the ladies which you wot of. 

They have their mts still, and resolve to keep them; 

They will not hang themselves for a young lord. 

Nor grow into consumption; other men 

Have eyes, and nose, and lips, and handsome legs too; 

So fare you well, my lord, I left your kick 

With your cousin to buy otto. [emt. 

Lord R, Very well. 
But hark you, cousin Bostock : you have a mind 
And modest constitution, I expected 
You would have lifted up your leg. 

5o*. To kick him? 
Why, an' you would have given a thousand poimd, 
I could not do't for laughing ; beside. 
He was your friend, my lord. 

LordR, Did you spare him 
For that consideration ? 

Bo9, Howsoever, 
What honour had it been for me to quarrel. 
Or wit, indeed? If every man should take 
All the abuses that are meant, great men 
Would be laugh'd at ; some fools must have their jests ; 
Had he been any man of blood or valour. 
One that professM the sword, such as the Colonel, ^ 
Less provocation would have made me active. 

Enter Sir Ambrose and Sir Marmadukb. 

Lard R. The eagles take no flies, is that it ? how now 
Sir Ambrose, and my honoured Mend Sir Marmaduke ? 
You are strangers. 
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Mar. Your lordship's pardon ; Mr. fiostock. 

Bos, Now shsjl I be put to it i thb tftlldng will undo me. 

Lord R, Pr'ythee tell me, is the Colonel alive stills 

Amb. Alive, my lord I yes, yes, he's alive. 

Bos, Did your lordship think absolutely he was dead ? 

LordR, But he is shrewdly wounded ? 

Amb, No, my lord, , 
He is very well, but 'twas your kinsman's fortune. 

Bos, Pr'ythee ne'er speak on't. . 

LordR, What? 

Mar, To have a blow, a box on th' ear. 

LordR, How? 

Mar, With his jdst, and an indifferent round one. 

Bos,Ye%, yes, he did strike me, I could jhave told you 
that; 
But wherefore did he strike ? ask them that. 

Mar, If you would know> my lord, he was our orator 
To rail upon the lady for abusing us^ 
Which I confess he did with lung and spirit. 
When*, in the conclusion, the Colonel 
Struck him to the ground. 

Bos, He did so, 'tis a truth. 

Lord R, And did you take it ? 

Bos, Take it^ he gave it me, my lord; I asked not 
for it : ' 

But 'tis not yet reveng'd. 

Amb, Tis truth we suffer'd 
A little, but the place protected him. 

* WhiOi, in the quarta 
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Boi, It was no place, indeed. 

Mar, Now^ since you had the greatest burthen in 
The affront, 

-Bw. The blow? 

Mar. Right, we would know whether your resolution 
Be first to question him ; for our cause appears 
Subordinate, and may take breath till you 
Have call'd him to account. 

Bot, I proclaim nothing. 
And make no doubt the Colonel will give me 
Satisfaction like a gentleman. 

Amb, We are answer'd, and take our leave, my lord. 

Lard R, We shall meet at ^e ball anon, gentlemen. 
. Mar, Your lordship's servants : now to our design. 

{eofeunt. 

Bos, My lord, I take my leave too. 

lard R, Not yet, cousin; you and I have not done. 

Bos, What you please, cousin. 

Lord R. y oil have cozenM me too much. 

Bos, I, my good lord ? 

Lard R, Thou most unheard of coward ! 
flow dare you boast relation to me ? 
Be so impudent as to name, or think upon me. 
Thou stain to honour! Honour ! thou 'rt beneath 
All the degrees of baseness : quit thy father. 
Thy supposed one, and with sufficient testimony 
Some serving-man leap'd thy mother or some juggler 
That conjures with old bones, some woman's tailor. 
When he brought home her petticoat, and took measure 
Of her loose body, or I'll cullice thee 



yGoogle 



THE BALL. 65 

With a bottom.* 
Bos, Good, my lord ! 
Lard /2. Be so baffl'd 
In presence of your mistress ! 'tis enough 
To make the blood of all thou knowest suspected. 
And 111 have satisfaction. 

Boi. My lord I 

Lord R, For using of my .name in ordinaries, 
Pth* list of others whom you make your privilege, . 
To domineer and win applause sometimes 
With tapsters and threadbare tobacco merchants; 
That worship your gold lace and ignorande ; 
Stand bare, and bend their hams, when you belch out 
My lord, and t'other cousin in a bawdy-house. 
Whom, with a noise, you curse by Jack and Tom, 
For failing you at Fish-street or the Steel-yard. 

Bos, My very good lord. 

Lord R, Will you not draw ? 

Bo8. Not agunst your honour, but you shall see. 

Lord R, And vex my eyes to look on such a land-rat ; 
Were all these shames forgotten, how shall I 
Be sfife in honour with that noble lady. 
To whom I sinfully comjAended thee; 
Though 'twere not much, enough to make her think 
I am as base as thou art, and the Colonel 
And all that have but heard thee call m^ cousin ; 

• rn euUiee thee toith a bottom, that is, I'll pound thee with a bottom 
or baU ci thread. Cuttisi or cuUice, is a gravy made from meat pounded in a 
mortar. 
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What cure for this, you malt-worm ! oh, my soul. 
How it does blush to know thee, bragging puppy ! 
D*ye hear me thunder and lightning what 
Nobility my predecessors boasted. 
Or any mMi from honour's stock descended ? 
How many marquesses and earls sure numbered 
In their great family ? what coats they quarter? 
How many battles our forefathers fought i 
lis poor, and not becoming perfect gentry 
To build their glories at their fathers' cost. 
But at their own expense of blood or virtue. 
To raise them living monuments ; our birth 
Is not our own act ; honour upon trust 
Our ill deeds forfeit ; and the wealthy sums 
Purchas'd by others' fame or sweat, will be 
Our stun, for we inherit nothing truly 
But what our actions make us worthy of; 
And are you not a precious gentleman ? 
Thou art not worth my steel : redeem this love 
Some generous way of undertaking, or 
I'hou shalt be g^ven up to boys, and ballAds, 
The scorn of footmen, a disgrace more black 
Than bastard ; go to the Colonel. 

i?o«. I will, my lord. 

Lard R, But now, I think oft, 'twill be necessary 
That first you right my honour with the lady : 
You shall carry a letter; you will do't? 

Bos. I'll carry any thing. 

Lord R. Expect it presently. leant. 

Bos. Such another conjuring will make me 
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Believe I am illegitimate indeed !; 

This came from keeping company with the blades. 

From whom I learnt to roar and run away : 

I know 'tis a base thing to be a coward. 

But ev'ry man's not born to be a Hercules ; 

Some must be beat that others may be valiant. [emt, 

SCENE II. 

Eniftr Rosamond and Honoria, whispering; Sir Marmaduke 
and Sir Ambrose following. 

Has, Let it be so, they will else be troublesome. 

Mar, This cannot, I hope, displease you, lady, 'tis 
No new affection I protest, although 
This be the first occasion I took 
To express it. [io Rosamond. 

Ro8, You did ill in the expression ; 
Although your bashfulness would not permit you 
To speak in your own cause, you might have sent 
Your meaning ; I can make a shift to read 
A scurvy hand ; but I shall tell you, sir. 

Mar, IVythee, do. 

Hon. Is't possible your heart hath been tormented 
In love's flame, and I the cause ? [to Sir Ambrose. 

Amb, Your beauty hath the power 
To melt a Scythian's bosom ; those divine 
Beams would make soft the earth, when rugged winter 
Hath seal'd the crannies up with frost ; your eye 
Will make the frigid region temperate. 
Should you but smile upon't : account it then 
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No wonder if it turn my breast to ashes. 

Ros. I see you are in love by your mention,* 
And, 'cause I pity a gentleman should lose 
His'p^ission, Fll acquaint you with a secret. 

[she whispers to Sir Marmaduke. 

Mar. The lady Honoria ? 

Has. What misfortune 'twas 
You did not first apply yourself to her 
That can reward your love, and hath a heart 
Spacious to entertain you ; she does love you 
Upon my knowledge, strangely, and so 
Commends you in your absence. 

Mar. Say you so, lady ? 
Pardon, I beseech you, the affection 
I profest to your ladyship, 'twas but 
A compliment; I am sorry, I protest. 

Has. Oh, 'tis excus'd, sir; but I must tell you. 
Perhaps you will not find her now so tractable. 
Upon the apprehension shs was slighted; 
But to prescribe you confidence were to 
Suspect your art, and bold discretion. 

Hon. Tis as I tell you, sir : no lady in 
The world can speak more praises of your body : 
She knows not yet your mind. [to Sir Ambrose. 

Amb. Is't possible ? 

Hon. And yet because she saw your compliments 
Directed so unhappily to me, 
I know not how youll find her on the sudden ; 

* A line seems to be wanting here. 
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But 'tis not half an hour since you possest 
The first place in her thoughts. 

Amb. Shall I presume^ 
You will excuse the love I did present 
Your ladyship ? it was not from my heart; 
I hope you will conceive so. 

Hon. A sUght errdr. 

Amb, I am asham'd oft. 

Hon, Tis sufficient 
That you recant no more neglect. 

{^Sir Ambrose addresses Rosamond. 

Bos. You are pleasant. 

Amb, Be you so too> I'll justify thou shalt 
Have cause. 

Ros. To wonder at you; what's your meaning, sir? 

Amb, Sweet lady. 
What thoughts make sad your brow ? I have observed 
Your eyes shoot clearer light. 

Bos. You are deceiv'd, 
I am not melancholy. 

Amb. Be for ever banish'd 
The imagination of what can happen 
To cloud so rare a beauty I you're in love. 

Ros. In love ! who told you so i . 

Amb. But that's no wonder ; 
We all may love, but you have only power 
To conquer where you place affection. 
And triumph o'er your wishes. 

Hon. [To Sir Marmaduke.l I love you ! you're strangely, 
sir, mistaken ; 
Put your devices on some other lady ; 
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IVe been so far from any affection to you 
That I have laboured^ I confess^ t'unsettle 
The opinion of my lady Rosamond, 
Who, I confess, loves you, and that extremely. 

Mar. How ! she love me ? then I have made fine work. 

Hon, What cunning she b mistress of, to hide 
Her strange affections, or what power she has. 
She does [not] fly into your arms, I know not. 

Roi. [To Sir Ambrose,'] Are you so dull? 
Why, this was but to try your constancy; 
I've heard her swear you are the prop'rest knight. 
The very Adonis ; why, she has got your picture. 
And made it the only saint within her closet: 
I blush at your credulity. 

Amb, Is't e*en so ? 
I have undone myself with her already ; 
Pardon me, gentle madam, I must leave you. 

Ros, With all my heart. 

Hon, We are relieved, [aside to Rosamond. 

Enier Monsieur Lb Frjske. 

Monsieur Le Friske. 

Le Fris, Tres humble serviteur, madame, me sweat with 
de hast to wut upon your ladyships ; I pray, give me de 
leve dispatch presently, for I must figaries to be done. 

Ros, Gentlemen, let your passions breathe awhile, 
A little music may correct the error. 
And you may find yourselves. 

LeFris, Allez. 

Amb, ^Ith all my heart ; Sir Marmaduke, let's help 
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To exercise the ladies. 
Mar, A good motion. 

Le Fris, And, b^ar, noting in the world mor profet 
your body den de motion h la mode de France, 

Mar, I am for any frisk. 

Le Fris Ha! de frisk, you jump upon my name, and, 
begar, you have my nature to de right, hey, and allde world 
is but frisk. 

Hon, A country dance then. 

Le Fris, Ah, monsieur^ madame! alleys, [they dance* 

Fart ban, tres eofcellent, begar I so, I crave your patience, 
madame, gentlemen, you be at de ball, ma foi, you see dat 
was never in dis world. 

Ros. What, monsieur ? 

Le Fris. What do you think dat is? me tell you, begar ; 
you see me play de part of de Gupid. 

Hon. A French Cupid ? 

Le Fris, Begar, French Cupid, why ? dere is no love like 
de French love, dat is Cupid ; love is hot, and de French 
is hot. 

Ros, How comes it to pass that you are to play Cupid, 
monsieur? 

Le Fris, My lord give me command me have device, and 
de masque for de ladies, and me no trust little jacknape to 
play young Cupid, but myself. 

Hon. Cupid is a child; you have a beard, monsieur, 

LeFris, Me care not de hwrefordat; begar, de little 
god may have de little beard; Venus, his moder, have de 
mole, and Cupid her sliild may have de black mussell. 

Hon. But, monsieur, we read Cupid was fwr, and 
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You are black, how will that a^ree i 

Le Frii. Cupid is fair, and momieur is black ; why, 
monsieur is black den, and Cupid ib fur ; what is dat ? a 
fair lady love de servant of de black complexion de don 
air; the colour is not de mush; Vulcan was de black- 
smith, and Cupid may be de black gentleman, his son 
legitimate. 

Amb. ^s the way to make Cupid, the boy, no bastard. 

Le Fris. But do you no publish this invention ; me meet 
you at de ball, arm'd with quiver and de bow. 

Hon, You will not shoot us; I hope you'll spare our 
hearts. 

Le Fris, Begar, me shit you if me can, and your arts 
shall bleed one, two, tree gallon; adieu, madame, serviieur, 
gentlemen, tres humble [serviteur.'] 

Amb. Adieu, monsieur ! Now, madam, with your favour, 
I must renew my suit. 

Hon, You'd better huy a new one ; 
Nay, then we shall be troubled. [e^it. 

Amb. You'll withdraw, 
111 follow you. [exit. 

Mar, Come, come, I know you love me. 

Ro8, You may enlarge your folly, my dear knight. 
But I have pardoned you for love already. [e^t. 

Mar, This shall not serve your turn ; I came hither 
Not to be jeer'd, and one of you shall love me. [eant, 

SCENE III. 

EtUer BosTocK, Lady Lucina, and Scutilla. 
Luc, O impudence I dares he return ? 
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Scu. It seems so. 

Bos. Most gracious madain^ my cousin> your lord 
Rainebow,* 
Commends himself in black and white, {jg^hes her a letter, 

Luc. -To me? 

Bos, D'ye think 'tis from myself? 

Scu, You might have done't in black and blue. 

Bos. Scutilla^ how does thy poor soul ? thou 
Hast no husband nor children to commend me tp. 

• Scu. The poor soul's well, I hope your body is 
Recover'd; does not your left cheek bum still ? 
We have so talk'd of you. 

Luc. reads: — I am sorry any gentleman that has 
relation to me should be so forgetful of your honour and 
his own ; but, though he have forfeited opinion, let me 
continue innocent in your thoughts. I have sent you a 
small jewel to expiate my offence for commending him : 
I expect your ladyship at the ball, where you shall make 
many happy to kbs your hand, and, in their number, the 
true admirer of your virtues, Rainebow* 

My lord is honorable^ 
Bos. A slight jewel, madam. 

[he presents a set of diamonds. 

* On the present and tlie two fidlowing oocasknu in whidi the nameof this 
lotd occurs, he is called Lord LoveaU. He is generally introduced as the 
' Lord,' but twice in the preceding scenes he is called * Lord Rainebow.' The 
identity of his double-named lordship is unquestionable. The same sort of 
mistake is made in the first scene of act V., where Sir Ambrose and Sir 
Mannaduke are called Sir Lionel and Sir Stephen. 



y Google 



74 THE BALL. 

Luc, I am his servant. 

Bos, Nay^ £uth! my lord is ri^ht; I hare not met 
Tiie Colonel since you know when. 
Scu, You have more reason to remember. 
Bos, I would be so bold to ask you a question. 
Luc, In the mean time give me leave ; we are none 
But friends : I know you're valiant. 
Bos, No, no, you do not know't, but I know myself. 
Scu, That's more. 
Luc, But will you answer me? why did not you strike 

him again ? 
Scu, That might have caus'd blood. 
Bos, You're i'the right. 
Luc, You did not fear him ? 
Bos, But blood is not alike, terms were not even; 
If I had killed him there had been an end. 
Luc, Of him. 

Bos, Right, madam ; but, if he had wounded me. 
He might have kill'd, heaven knows, how many. 
Scu, Strange! 

Bos, D'ye not conceive it ? so many drops of mine. 
So many gentlemen ; nay, more, who knows 
Which of these might have been a knight, a lord. 
Luc. Perhaps a prince. 
Bos, Princes came from the blood ; 
And should I hazard such a severation 
Against a single life? *ti8 not I fear 
To fight with him by these hilts ; but what wise gamester 
Will venture a hundred pounds to a flaw'd sixpence? 
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Scu, Madam, the Colonel. 

Bos. An' he were ten Colonels, I'll not endure his com- 
pany. 
Sweet lady, you and I'll retire. 
Scu, An' you were less honorable. 
Bos, He should not seek me-then. 
Seu, He should rather hardly find youj I'm your 
servant. [eofeunt Scutilla and Bostock. 

Enter Colonel. 

Luc. I was wishing for you, sir ; — 
Your judgment of these diamonds. 

CoL The stones are pretty. 

Luc. They were a lord's, sent me for a token j 
You cannot chuse but know him, the lord Rainebow. 

CoL So, so, so, I am like to speed. 

Luc, Is not he a pretty gentleman ? 

Col. And are you sure he's honest? 

Luc, As lords go now a-days that are in fashion : 
But, cry you mercy, you have put me in mind, 
I did propound a business to you, sir. 

Col. And I came prepar'd to answer you. 

Luc, Tis very well, I'll ciUl one to be a witness. 

Col. That was not, I remember, in our covenant 
You shall not need. 

Luc. Ill fetch you a book to swear by. 

Col. Let it be Fenus and Adonis. then> 
Or Ovid's wanton Elegies, Aristotle's 
Problems, Guy of Warwick, or Sir Bevis, 
Or if there be a play book you love better. 
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I'll take my oath upon your epilogue. 
Luc, You*re very merry ; well, swear how you please. 
Col. Irt good time ; 
You do expect now I should swear I'm honest ? 

Luc, Yes, sir, and 'tis no hard condition. 
If you reflect upon my promise. 

Col, What ? 

Luc, To marry you ; which act must make you lord 
Of me and my estate, a round possession $ 
Some men have gone to hell for a less matter. 

Col, But I will not be damn'd for twenty thousand 
Such as you are ; had every one a million. 
And I the authority of a parliament 
To marry with ye all, I would not buy 
This flesh ; now I have sworn. 

Luc, I think so. Colonel. 
Bless me ! twenty thousand wives .! 'twould ne'er 
Ck>me to my turn, and you'd not live to give 
The tithe benevolence. 

Col, l\tyyf^i^A^D^j^^f^A,i(%€\Ay(\rjg^ljjf^^ 

Luc, Then, upon the matter; 
You being not willing, sir, to take your oath, 
I may be confident you are not honest. 

Col, Why, look upon me, lady, and consider 
With some discretion, what part about me 
Does look so tame you should suspect me honest ; 
How old d'ye think I am } 

Luc, I guess at thirty. 

Col. Some in the world doubted me not so much ; 
At thirteen I was ever j^ump and forward ; 
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My dry-nurse swore at seven I kiss'd like one 
Of five and twenty ; setting that aside. 
What's my profession ? 
Luc. A soldier. 

€oL So,— examine a whole army and find 
One soldier that hates a handsome woman ! 
We cannot march without our bag and baggage,. 
And is't possible when we come where women's pride, 
And all temptation to wantonness abounds. 
We should lose our activity ? * 

Luc, You soldiers are brave fellows. 

Col, When we have our pay. 
We vow no chastity till we marry, lady ; 
Tis out of fashion, indeed, with gentlemen 
To be honest and of age together; 'tis sufficient. 
We can provide to take our pleasures too 
Without infection : a sound body is 
.A treasure, I can tell you : yet if that. 
Woidd satisfy you, I shoidd make no scruple 
To swear, but otherwise you must pardon us 
As we must pardon you. 

Luc. Us, sir ! 

Col. Yes, you; as if you ladies had: not your vagaries. 
And martial discipline, as well as we. 
Your outworks and redoubts, your court of guard. 
Your sentries and perdues, salUes, retreats,, 

* The present arrangement of this speech difflers firom the quarto, in whidi, 
I cmoeive, it is incorrectly printed. 
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Parties^ and strata/^ems ; women are all honest. 

Yes, yes, exceeding honest ; let me ask you 

One question $ 111 not put you to your oath ; 

I do allow you Hyde Park and Spring Garden. 

You have a recreation called the ball, 

A device transported hither by some ladies 

That affect tennis; what d'ye play a set? 

There's a foul radcet kept under the Hne, 

Strange words are bandied, and strange revels, madam. 

Luc, The world imagines so. 

CoL Nay, you're all talk'd of. 

Luc. But if men had more wit and honesty. 
They would let fall their stings on something else ; 
This is discoursed, but when corantos* fail. 
Or news at ordinaries, when the phlegmatic Dutch 
Have ta'en no fisher boats, or our coal ships land 
Safe at Newcastle; you're fine gentlemen. 
But, to conclude of that we met for ; your honesty. 
Not justified by an oath, as I expected. 
Is now suspended ; will you «wear yet ? 

CoL Why, I thought you had been a Christian widow ; 
Have I not told you enough ; you may meet one 
Will forfeit his conscience, and please you better, 
Some silk-worm of the city, or the court ; 
There be enough will swear away their soul 
For your estate, but I have no such purpose : 
The wars will last, I hope. 

« A ooranto is a quick danee. 
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Luc, So, 80, Scutilla ! 

Enter Scutilla. 

You were present when I promised the Colonel 
To be his wife upon condition 
He could secure my option, by his oath 
That he was honest; I am boimd in honour 
Not to go back ; you've done it, I am yours, sir :. 
Be you a witness to this solemn contract. 

CoL Are you in earnest, lady ? I have not sworn. 

Luc, You have given better truth. 
He that can make thb conscience of an oath 
Assures his honesty. 

CoL In mind. ^ 

Luc, What's past 
I question not, if for the time to come 
Your love be virtuous to me. 

Col, Most religious. 
Or let me live the soldiers' dishonour. 
And die the scorn of gentlemen; I have not 
Space enough in my heart to entertfdn thee. 

Luc, Is not this better than swearing ? 

CoL I confess it. 

Luc, Now I may call you husband. 

CoL No title can more honour me. 

Luc, If t please you, I'll shew you then my children, 

CoL Howl your children? 

Luc, I have six that call me mother. 

Col, Hast, 'fidth ? 

Luc, The elder may want softness to acknowledge you. 
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But some are young enough, and may be counseird 
To ask your blessing ; does this trouble you ? 

Col. Trouble me ? no, but it is the first news, lady. 
Of any children. 

Luc, Nay, they are not like 
To be a burthen to us, they must trust 
To their own portions left them by their father. 

Col, Where? 

Lttc, But of my estate I cannot keep 
Any thing from them; and I know you are 
So honest, you'd not wish me wrong the orphans; 
lis but six thousand pound in money. Colonel, 
Among them all, beside some trifling plate 
And jewels worth a thousand more. 

Col, No more? 

Luc, My jointure will be firm to us, two hundred 
Per annum. 

Col, Is it so ? and that will keep 
A country house, some half-a^ozen cows ; ' 
We shall have cheese and butter-milk ; one hone 
Will serve me and your man to ride to markets. 
Luc, Can'st be content to live i'the country. Colonel? 

Col. And watch the pease, look to the hay* imd talk 
Of oats and stubble ; I have been brought up to't. 
And, for a need, can thrash. 

Luc. That will save somewhat. 

Col, Pthe year, beside my skill in farrowing pigs. 
O 'tis a wholesome thing to hold the plough. 
And wade up to the calf i'the dirty furrows ! 
Worse than sleeping in a trench or quagmire ; 
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You have not heard me whistle yet* 

Luc, No, indeed. 

CoL Why, there's it; she does counterfeit. Well, lady. 
Be you in jest or earnest, this is my 
Resolution ; I'll marry you, an' you'd forty children. 
And not a foot of land to your jointure ; heaven 
Will provide for us, an' we do our endeavours ; 
Where be the children ? come, how many boys ? 

Luc. As many as you can ^et, sir. 

CoL How? 

Luc. No more. 
Since you're so noble, know, I tried your patience. 
And now I am confirm'd; my estate is yours 
Without the weight of children or of debts ; 
Love me, and I repent nots 

Col. Sa/st thou so ? 
I would we had a priest here. 

Fmc. There remains to take away one scruple. 

Col. Another gimcraok ? 

Luc, I hhve none : 'tis your doubt, sir ; 
And ere we marry you shall be convinc'd 
Some malice has corrupted your opinion 
Of that we call the ball. 

Col. Your dancing business. 

Luc. I will entreat your company to-night. 
Where your own eyes shall lead you to accuse 
Or vindicate our fames. 

Col. With all my heart. 

Scu. Madam, Mr. Bostock 
Expects within. 
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Luc. You shall be reconcil'd to him. 

Col With Bostock ? willingly ;• then to the ball ; 
Which, for your sake, I dare not now suspect ; 
Where union of hearts such empire brings. 
Subjects, methinks, are crown'd as well as kings, [eifeunt. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

Enter Lb Friskb, and Servants noith perfwnea. 

Le Fris. Bon, fort bon; here a little, dere a little more. 
My lord hire dis house of the city merchent ; begar, it 
smell musty, and he will have all sweet for de ladies : per- 
fume, perfume every comer presently, for dere is purpose 
to make all smoke anon, begar. 

Enter Lady Rosamond, Honoria, and Freshwater. 

TVes humble serviteuf, j^adqmei ,,, , 

//b«. Where is ray lord ? • ... 

Le Fris, He wait on you presently ; — ^Monsieur de Fresh- 
water. 

Fres. Monsieur Le Fr^ke, these, ladies, were pleas'd. 
To command my. att^ndanc^., higher. . 

Le Fris. Welcome to de ball, par ma fo% ; you pardon, 
monsieur, I have much trouble in my little head, I can no 
stay to complement ; a voire service ! [ejnt. 

Fres, In all my travels, I have not seen a more 
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Oonyenient structure. 

Ro8. Now you talk of your travels, siguiur, 'till my 
lord 
Come, you shall do us a special favour to 
Discourse what passages you have seen abroad. 

Hon. Were you ever abroad beforo, signior ? 

Fres, I hardly ever was at home ; and yet; 
All countries to the wise man are his own : 
Did you never travel, ladies ? 

Ro8, We are no ladies errant ; 'tis enough 
For such as you, that look for state employment. 

* Fres. Yet there be ladies hfive your languages. 
And, married to great men, prove the better statesmen. 

Ro8, We have heard talk of many countries. 

Frei, And yon may hear talk ; but give me the man 
That has measured them : talk's but talk. 

Hon, Have you seen a fairer city than London? 

Fres. London is nothing— 

Ro8. How nothing? 

Fres, To what it will be a hundred years hence. 

Ro8, I have heard much talk of Paris. 

Hon. You have been there, Fm sure. 

Enter Lord Rainebow. 

Fres. I teU you, madam, I took shipping at 
Gravesend, and had no sooner past . 
The Cantons and Grisons, making some stay 
In the Valteline, but* I came td Pttris; a pretty 
Hamlet, and much in the situation like Dunstable; 
'Tis in the province of Alcontara, some three leagues 
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Distant from Seville, from whence we have our oranges. 

Lard R, Is the fellow mad ? 

Roi, I have heard Seville is in Spain. 

Frei, You may hear many things $ 
The people are civil that live in Spain, or there 
May be one town like another ; but if Seville 
Be not in Fraace, I was never at Seville in my life. 

Hon. Proceed, sir. 

Fres, Do not I know Paris ? it was built by the youngest 
son 
Of king Priam, and was call'd by his name ; yet some 
Call it Lutetia, because the gentlewomen there 
Play so well upon the lute. 

Lord R, What a rascal is this ! 

Fres. Here I observ'd many remarkable buildings, as the 
University, which some call the Louvre, where the 
Students made very much of me, and carried me 
To the Bear-garden, where I saw a play on the 
Bank-side, a very pretty comedy, call'd Match me 
In London. 

Ros. Is't possible? 

Fres. But there be no such comedians as we have here ; • 
Yet the women are the best actors, they play 
Their own parts ; a thing much desir'd in England 
By some ladies, inns o'court gentlemen, and others $ 
But that, by the way. 

Hon. See, sir. 

Fres. I had stidd longer there, but I was offended with a 
Villainous scent of onions, which the wind brought from 
St. Omers. 
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Ros. Onions would make you sleep well. 

Fre$, But the scent is not to be endur'd; I smelt 
Of 'em when I came to Rome, and hardly 'scap'd the 
Inquisition for't. 

Hon. Were you at Rome too, signior ? 

Fres. 'Tis in my way to Venice. Til tell you- : madam, I 
Was very 
Loth to leave their country. 

Ro$, Which country } 

Fre$. Where was I last? 

Hon, In France. 

Fres, Right; for I had a very good inn, where mine 
host 
Was a notable good fellow, and a cardinal. 

Roi. How, a cardinal ? O, inlpudence 1 

Frei. Oh the catches we sang ! and his wife, a pretty 
woman. 
And one that warms a bed one o'the best in Europe. 

Hon. Did you ever hear the like ? 

Roi. I did before suspect him. 

Frei. But mine host, — 

Hon. The cardinal } 

Fres. Right, — ^had a shrewd pate, and his ears were 
something 

Of the longest^ for one, upon the oath of a w 

Walloon^ that from Spain to the Low- 
Countries, and the other from Lapland into Germany. 

Roi. Say you so? 

Fres. A parlous head, and yet loving to his guest 
As mine host Bankes ; as red in the gills, and as merry 
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A ; but anger him,'aiid he sets all Christendom 

Together by the eai-g. Well, shortly after I left 
France, and sailvng aloKg^ the. Alpi^' i^ame lo^ 
Lombardy, where I left my cloak, for it wau very 
Hot travelUng, and went a pi^|«iiiiage t^yiRome,' 
Where I «aw the tdmbs; and ^ play in Pompey*« 
Theatre ; here I was kindly entertainM by aai anchorite. 
In whose chamber I lay, and dratUi 6ld€^. <> ' 

Lord R, Nay, now he is desperate. . - 

/r(9». Do not interrupt him. '*^ * 

Fres. What should I trouble you with many stories ? 
From hence 
I went to Naples, a soft kind of people, and clothed 
In silk ; from thence I went to Florence, from whence we 
Have the art of working custards, which we eall 
Fbrentines j Milan, a rich atate of *- > ^ - 
Haberdashers ; Piedmont, where I had excellent venison ; 
And Padua, famous for the pitds, or easy saddles. 
Which our physicians ride upon, and firsts brought from. 
Thence when they commenckt doctbv; ' ' 

/?<>*. Very good. » ♦^ «- '> • 

Fres. I saw little in Mantua beside dancing upon the 
ropes. 
Only their strong beer, better than any I ■.- :* • 
Ever drank at the Trumpet ; but Venice, of all 
The Champaign countries,— do not mistakev they are the 
Valiantest gentlemen ''under' th^'Mn. 

Ros. Is that it? /,...' 

Fres. O the Catazail^rs* 'we tum'd there ! 

* ProbaUy a mis-print for Cortezana*. 
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Hon, Who was with you ? 

Fres. Two or three magnificos^ grandees of the state; 
We tickled them in the very Rialto ; by the same 
Token, two or three English spies told us they had lain 
Ltfieger three months, to steal away the Piatzo, and ship 
It for Covent Oarden, a pretty fiabric, and building 
Upon the — r-^ but I was compell'd to make 
Short stay -here, by reason of the Duke's concubine 
Fell in love with me» gave me a ringof his, out of 
A solid diamoddy which afterwards I lost washing my 
Hands' in the salt water. 

Hon. Yqu should have fish'd fox'X, and had as good 
luck as 
She that found her wedding ring in the 
Haddock's belly. < 

Fres. No, there was no staying $ I took post horse 
presently 
For (}enoa, and from thence to Madrid, and so to 
The Netherlands. 

Ro9. And how sped you among the Dutch ? 

Fres, Why, we were drunk every day together ; they get 
their 
Living by it. 

Hon. By drinking ? 

Fres. And making bargains in their tippling : 
The Jews are innocent, nay, the devil himself 
Is but a dunce to them, of whose trade they are. 

Hon. What's that? 

Fres. They fish, they fish still, who can help it? they 
Have nets enough, and may catch the Province 



y Google 



98 THE BALL. 

In time, then let the kingdoms look about them ; 
They can't be idle, and they have one advantage 
Of all the world, they'll have no conscience to trouble 
Them. I heard it whisper'd they want butter ; they have 
A design to charm the Indies, and remove their 
Dairy, but that, as a secret, shall go no further. 
I caught a surfeit of boar in Holland ; upon my 
Recovery I went to Flushing, where I met with a handsome 

Frow, with whom I went to Middleborough, by the 

And left her drunk at Rotterdam.; there I took 
Shipping again for France, from thence to Dover, 
From Dover to Gravesend, from Gravesend to Queen- 
Hithe, and from thence to what I am come to. 

Lord K And, noble signior, you are very welcome'. 

Fres, I hope he did not over-hear me. 

Lord /{. I am much honoured, ladies, in your presence. 

Frei, Absence had been a sin, my lord, where you 
Were pleas'd to invite. 

£faer Monsieur Lb Friske. 

Le Fris, Fie, iie, my lord, give me one eare. 

[^he whispers with Lord Rainebow. 
Lord R, Interrupt me no more, good monsieur. 
Fres, Monsieur Le Friske, a word, a word, I beseech 
you; 
No ewcusez mot. [eant Freshwater and Le Friske. 

Lord R. Have you thought, ladies, of your absent ser- 
vant ? 
Within whose heart the civil war of love — 
Ros. May end in a soft peace. 
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Lard R. Excellent^ lady ! 

Hon. We had annies too, my lord^ of wounded thoughts. 

Lard R, And are you agreed to which I must devote 
My loving service? and which is wisest^ fairest ? 
Is it concluded yet ? 

Han, You did propound 
A hard province, and we t;ould not 
Determine as you expected; but, if 
Your flame be not extinct, we have devis'd 
Another way. 

Lard R, You make my ambition happy. 
And, indeed, I was thinking 'twas impossible 
That two such beauties should give place to either. 
And I am still that humble votary 
To both your loves. 

Ras, Then this; we have made lots, 
That, what we cannot, fate may soon divide. 
And we are fix'd to obey t)ur destiny : 
There are but two, one and your wishes guide you. 

Lard R. And will you satisfy my enhance ? 

Hon, We should 
Be else unjust. 

Lard R. What method shall we use ? 

Ras. Your hat, my lord, 
If you vouchsafe the favour. 

Hon, Dare you expose your head to the air so long i 

Lard R, Most willingly; put in. 

Ras, There is fortune. 

Hon. That draw which quickly tells how much I love 
you. 
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LordR, 8oy so, now let me see ; I commend your device. 
Since I am incapable of both. 
This is a way indeed ; but yo^r favour. 

Ros. Let^s have fair play, my lord. 

Lord R. What fool is he, ' 

That, having the choice of mistresses, will be 
Confined to one, and rob himself? I am yet 
The favorite of both ; this is no policy ; 
I could make shih with both a-bed. 

Ros. You are merry. 

Lord R. In troth, and so I am ; and in the mind 
I am in, \dll give myself no cause to the contrary. 
D'ye see? Ill draw you both. 

Hon, Howl both? 

Lord R. You cannot otherwise be reconcil'd j 
PU be content to marry tone, and dd* ' 
Service to the ot&er's petticoat; I must tell you, 
I am not without precedent. 

Hon, There you tritimph. 

LordR, Within the name of Venus — r^ai a blank : 
By this light ! nothing, neither name nor mark. 

Both, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Lord R, This is a' riddle yet. 

Ros, 'Tis quickly solv'd : 
Your lordship was too confident ; * 
We never were at such a loss, my lord. 
As, with the hazard of our wit or honour. 
To court you with so desperate affection. 

Hon, By our example know, some ladies may 
Commend, nay, love a gentleman, and yet 
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Be safe^n their own thoughts, and see as far 
As modesty and honour will allow us c 
We are still servants to your lordship. 

Lord Jl. Say. sa? why look you, ladies, that you may 
perceive : .. -• 
How I can be temperate too ; first, I thank ypu 
HeartUy, and, to recompense your wit. 
Present another lottery ; you shall n<ft 
Suspect I have a thought that will betray 
Your innocence to scandal; let me entreat 
You take your chance too : this for you, madam. 
And this is left your fortune ; do me honour 
To "wear these pair of jewels for my sake : 
So, with a confidence of your happy pardon 
To what is past, hereafter I shall pay 
To your true virtues, better service than 
So unnecessary trials. 

Rm, And to shew 
We are not coy, my lord, well wear your jewels. 

Lord R, And be their ornament. 

Enter Lucina, Colonel, Bostock^ and Freshwater. 

Col. All happiness to your lordship ! 
Your crewels are not full set, noble ladies. 

LordR. Your presence will soon make us active ; madam, 
I was bold. 

Bos. She has your diamond, my lord. 

Lord R. And can you pardon? '' ' 

Bos. Nay, nay, we are friends, are 
We not, madam? 
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Luc, I were else unmerciful. 

Bos, The Colonel too has given me satisfaction. 

Coi. I think you had enough. 

Bos, As much as I desir'd ; and here's my hand ; 
While I can draw a sword, command me — 

Col.Whuti 

Bos, To put it up again ; all friends^ all friends ! 
A pox of quarrelling 1 

€ol. I kiss your hand, sir.. 

Bos, Kiss my hand, kiss my -r— ^ noble ladies here. 

Col, Why is music silent all this while? 
Has it no voice to bid these ladies welcome ? 

[a golden ball descends. 

Enter Venus, Cupid, and Diana. 

Fen, Come, boy, now draw thy powerful bow, 
Here are ladies' hearts enow * 
To be transfixed ; this meeting is 
To rudie ladies, and to kiss : 
These are my orgies; from each eye 
A thousand wanton glances fly ; 
Lords and ladies of the game. 
Each breast be full of my own flame. 
Why shoots not Cupid ? these are all- 
Met in honour of my ball. 
Which Paris gave to Ida hill ; 
rU maintain these revels still. 
Why stays Cupid all this while ? 

Dia, Venus doth herself beguile. 

Fen, Diana here ? go back again. 
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Dia, These are none of Venua' tndn ; 
No spark of this lascivious fire 
Dwells in their bosoms, no desire. 
But what doth fill Diana's breast. 
In their modest thoughts do rest. 
Venus, this new festival, 
ShaU be still Diana's ball ; 
A chaste meeting ever here : 
Seek thy votaries other -where. 

Ven. You're chaste, indeed! do not we know. 
You to your sweetheart nightly go. 
Envying one is not kiss'd ; no, you 
On his face but let fall dew; 
Some may wonder what doth ail 
Your lips, but kisses made them pale ; 
Methinks the moon should' blush! 

Dia. I do, 
Sometimes, but 'tis for such as you : 
Then hide myself within a mist. 
For shame to see thee clipp'd and kissed. 

Ven, Draw, Cupid ; shall thy mother be 
Brand by a huntress ? let mie see — 
I want one shaft. 

Cup, Mother, not so; 
You may quickly break my bow : 
Here Diana doth command. 
My bow is frozen to my hand ; 
Beside, the ladies' breasts are here 
Such proofs against my shafts, I fear 
Each arrow would, to our disgrace. 
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Breaks or rebound in my own fac^ ; 

Mother, fly hence, or you will be. 

If you'll stay, made as chaste as she. ' 

Fen, Can her magick charm them so? 
Then 'tis time that Venus go. 
To seek her own more choice delight. 
Against my will, enjoy this night. 

Dia» Cupid, if you mean to stay. 
Throw your licentious shafts away ; 
Then you are Love, then be embraced, 
Love is welcome while he's chaste. 
Now some other strain, to show 
What pleasures to this night we owe. [a 'dance. 

Enter Baeker, like a Satyr, dancing. 

Fres, My lord, my ladies^ will* you see a monster? 
I have not met such another in all my travels. 

Luc. What have we here, a satyr ? 

Bos. No, 'tis a dancing bear. 

LwdR. What is the device ? 

Bar, Wonder that a satyr can 
Put oflf wildness, and turn man ; 
Love such miracles ciui do : 
But this owes itself to you. 
Bright lady. 

Bm. Keep the goblin from me, gentlemen. 

Bar. You'll know me. 

All. Barker. 

Bar. No more the cynick ; I protest, 
You have converted me. 
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Ros. Your meanings sir ? 

Bar, I am the man you did encourage, madam. 
To learn to dance ; I shall do better shortly ; 
Your love will perfect me, and make me soft- ' 
And smooth as any reveller. 

Roe. Ha, ha, ha ! my love ! I am not mad to love a satyr. 
For that's thy best condition. Judge, men all. 
How scurvily this civility shews in him ! 
*Faith ! rail, and keep your humour still, it shews excel- 
lent; 
Does he not become the beast? 
The lords allow you pension. - 

AIL Ha, ha, ha ! 

Bar, You are a witch; PU justify it, and there is not 
One honest thought among the whole sex of you : 
D'ye laugh, loose witted ladies ? there are not 
In hell such fiiriesr that's a comfort yet . 
To him that shall go thither ; he shall have 
Less torment after death than he finds here. 

Lord R. Why, Barker i 

Bar. Your wit has got the squirt too; PU traduce 
Your ball for this, and if there be a poet. 
That dares write mischief, look to be worse 
Than executed. \^eant. 

Lord R. He will come to himself again, when he hath 
purged. 
Freshwa^r ! [takes him aside. 

Enter Sir Marmaduke and Sir Ambrose. 
Mar. Madam, your servants beg this favour from you. 
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Roi. What is't ? 

Mar. That, since your resolutions will admit 
No change of heai48> you will not publish how 
We have beenjeerVI. 

Boi. Not jeer'd^ but you came on so desperate. 

Bon. We love our own, when we preserve 
Gentlemen's honour. 

Col, Then let's toss the ball. 

Lord R. Si^ior Freshwater. 

Fres, Mercy and silence, as you are honorable ! 

Lord R. May it concern these gei\,tlemen ? 

FVes. Why, if I must — gentlemen, you imagine I have 
been 
At Venice, but I stud at (Iravesend 
All this summer, expecting a wind, and finding it 
So uncertain, will defer the voyage till the spring ; 
I am not the first whom the winds and seas have cross'd. 

Mar, Then you have cross'd no sea? 

Fres, If you please, I^lLceqiure 
But my principal ; and, for your good company, 
I'll stay at home for good, and all to be merry. 

LordR, Nay, nay, you shall go your voyage : 
We would not have you lose the benefit 
Of travel : when you come home, you may summon 
Your debtors by a drum, and, shewing your bag 
Of certificates — 

Boe. Receive your money when you can get it, and be 
Knighted. 

Fres. I thank you, gentlemen; I a:n in a way, now; 
I have sold my land, and put out my money. 
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To live ; I se^ my heart will not dance to night. 

I may to Gravesend in the mornings 

I can be but picklM in salt water, and 111 

Venture one drowning to be reveng'd. 

Again, again ; set, set. [a dance, 

Luc. What think you of all this ? 

CoL To my wishes, an innocent and generous recreation. 

Lord R. Ladies and gentlemen, now a banquet waits you ; 
Be pleas'd to accept, 'twill give you breath, and then. 
Renew our revels, and to the ball again. [exeunt. 
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THE RAPE OF LUCRECE 

Is a sort of dramatic monster, in the construction of 
which every rule of propriety is violated, and all grace and 
symmetry are set at defiance. The author, one would sup- 
^ pose, must have produced it when in a state of inebriety ; 
in which a man of genius may frequently, amidst strange 
and foolish things, give birth to poetical and impassioned 
conceptions. The dignified characters of Roman story are, 
in this play, really infected with the madness which Brutus 
only assumes. But, with an exuberance of buffoonery and 
conceits, are mingled a considerable portion of poetry and 
some powerful scenes. Upon the whole, this singular com- 
position, with all its absurdities, contains so much that is 
really excellent, that it is well worthy of forming a part of 
this collection. 

Of The Rape of Lucrece five editions have been pub- 
lished, viz. — first edition in 1608, — second in 1609, — ^third, 
date unknown,— fourth, in 1630,— and fifth in 1638. Copies 
of the first and second editions are exceedingly scarce, and 
no copy of the third is, we believe, known to exist. In the 
present reprint, the fifth edition, which contains several ad- 
ditional songs, omitted in the others, has been chiefly fol- 
lowed ; but from the first, which we have had the opportu- 
nity of consulting, we have been enabled to supply two lines, 
which are wanting in the two last editions, and to make one 
or two other emendations. To the fourth and fifth editions 
are appended two songs, which were '* added by the 
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stranger that lately acted Valerius his part !'' but they are 
so utterly contemptible^ that they are now omitted. 

The text is not so corrupt as in some of the old quartos; 
but there is scarcely a page in which the metre did not 
require a re-arrangement of some of the lines. 



ADDENDA. 

In consequence of the £ditor not being able to ofataio a sight 
of the first edition, until great part of the present one had been 
printed, a few emeadatioDS and various readings, which would 
have been noticed in their proper place, are, on that account, 
added here. 



p. 1. Hue 7. 


In Uie fint edition • -And I am TuUia. 


p. S.liM 8. 


ib,'*"Swcio.fnrvor. 


p. 99. line 7* 


ib.- • • Is hanged the nest, 6cc 


p. 99. line 10. 






Of rape-stain'd Lucrece, crown with death and honor 




The heads, &c 
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TO THE READER. 



It hath been no custom in me of all other men, courteous 
reader, to commit my Plays to the press ; the reason though 
some may attribute to my own insufficiency, — I had rather 
subscribe in that to their severe censure, than by seeking 
to avoid the imputation of weakness, to incur greater sus- 
picion of honesty ; for though some have used a double 
sale of their labours, first to the stage, and after to the 
press, for my own part, I here proclaim myself ever faith- 
ful in the first, and never guilty of the last ; yet since some 
of my Plays have, unknown to me, and without any of my 
direction, accidentally come into the printer's hands, and 
therefore so corrupt and mangled, copied only by the ear, 
that I have been as imable to know them, as ashamed to 
challenge them : this, therefore, I was the willinger to fur- 
nish out in his native habit ; first being by consent ; next, 
because the rest have been so wronged in being published 
in such savage and ragged ornaments. Accept it, courteous 
gentlemen, and prove as favorable readers as we have found 
you gracious auditors. 

Your*8, 

T. H. 
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THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Tarquin the Proud, Tullia, and Attendants. 

Tui. Withdraw : we must have private conference 
With our dear husband. [Attendants mthdrttw^ 

Tar. What would'st thou, wife .» 

7\iL Be what I am not ; make thee ^eater far 
Than thou can'st ain^ to be. 

Tar. Why, I am Tarquin. 

TuL And I Tiillia ; what of that ? 
What diapasons more in Tarqqin's name 
Than in a subject's ? or what's Tullia 
More in the sound than to become the name 
Of a poor mud or waiting gentlewoman ? 
I am a princess both by birth and thoughts^ 
Yet all's but Tullia ; there's no resonance 

B 
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2 THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. 

In a bare style : my title bears no breadth. 
Nor hath it any state oh me, Fm sick ! 

Tar, Sick, lady? 

TuL Sick at heart. 

Tar. Why, my sweet TuUia ? 

Tul. To be a queen I long ; long, and am sick. 
With ardency my hot appetite's a fire. 
Till my swoln fever be delivered 
Of that great title — queen 5 my heart's all royal ; 
Not to be circumscrib'd in servile bounds. 
While there's a king that rules the peers of Rome, 
Tarquin makes legs, and Tullia curtsies low. 
Bows at each nod, and must not near the state 
Without obeisance ; oh ! I hate this awe; 
My proud heart cannot brook it. 

Tar. Hear me, wife ! 

TuL I am no wife of Tarquin's, if not king. 
Oh ! had Jove made me man, I would have mounted 
Above the base tribunals of the earth. 
Up to the clouds, for pompous sovereignty. 
Thou art a man ; O bear my royal mind, ' 
Mount heaven, and see if Tullia lag behind I 
There is no earth in me ; I am all fire : 
Were Tarquin so, then should we both aspire. 

Tar, Oh, Tullia, though my body taste of dnlness, 
My soul is wing'd to soar as high as thine ; ^ 
But note what flags our wings : forty-five years 
The king, thy father, hath protected Rome. ' v 

Tul, That makes for us : the'peopk cov^t'diange ; 
E'en the best things in time grow tedious.' 
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Tar. Twould «eem unnfttural in thee, my Tullia, 
The reverend king, thy father, to depose. 

7\iL A kingdom's quest makes sons and fathers foes. 

Tar, And but by Servius' fall we cannot climb . 
The balm that must anoint us is his blood. 

Tul. Let's lave our brows, then, in that crimson flood ; 
We must be bold and dreadless : who aspires. 
Mounts by the lives H>f fathers, sons, and sires. 

Tar, And to must I ; since, for a kingdom's love. 
Thou can'st despise a father for a crown, 
Tarquin shall mount, Servius be tumbled down, 
For he usurps my state, and first deposed 
My ^Either in my swathed infancy. 
For which he shall be countant : to this end 
I've sounded all the peers and senators ; 
And, though unknown to thee, my Tullia, 
They all embrace my faction ; and so they 
Love change of state, a new king to obey. 

Tul. Now is my Tarquin worthy Tullia's grace. 
Since, in my arms, I thus a king embrace. 

Tar. The king should meet this day in parliament. 
With all the senate and estate of Rome; 
His place will 1 assume, and there proclaim 
All our decrees in royal Tarquin's name. Iflourish, 

Enter Sextus, Aruns, Lucretius, Valerius, Coixatine, 
and Senators. 

Luc. May it please thee, noble Tarquin, to attend 
The king this day in the high Capitol ? 

Tul. Attend? .,.^'^777 .^TT'-^ 

V university) 
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Tar. We intend this day to see the Capitol. 
You knew our fother, good Lucretius ? 
Lttc, I did, my lord. 
Tar. Was not I his soil ? 
The queen, my mother, was of royal thoughts 
And pure heart, as unMemish'd innocence. 
Luc, What asks my lord ? 
Tar. Sons should succeed their fathers ; but unon 
You shall hear more ; high time that we were gone. 

{^flourish ; eofeuni all but Collatine and Faleriut. 
CoL There's moral sure in this, Valerius. 
Here's model, yea> and matter too to breed 
Strange meditations in the provident brains 
Of our grave fathers ; some strange project lives 
This day in cradle that's but newly bom. 

Fal. No doubt, Collatine, no doubt; here's a giddy 
and drunken world: it reels, it hath got the staggers; 
the commonwealth is sick of an ague, of which nothing 
can cure her but some violent and sudden afirightment. 

Col. The wife of Tarquin would be a queen ; nay, of my 
life, she is with child ' till she be so. 

FaL And longs to be brought to bed of a kingdom ; I 
divine, we shall see some scuffling to-day in the Capitol. 

CoL If there be any difference among the princes, and 
senate, whose faction will Valerius follow ? 

Fal. Oh, Collatine, I am a true citizen; and in this I will 
best shew myself to be one, to take part with the strongest. 
If Servius o'ercome, I am liegeman to Servius, and if Tar- 
quin sul)due, I am for vivat Tarquinius ! 

Col. Valerius, no more ; this talk does but keep uS from 
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the sight of this solemnity : by this the princes are en- 
tering* the Capitol : come ! we must attend. [eaeimi. 

SCESE II. 

Enter Tarquin, Tullia, Sbxtus, Aritns, and Lucretius, mte 
waif : Brutus meeting them the other toajf, very kumarowly. 

Tar, This place is not for fools ; this parliament 
Assembles not the strains of idiotism. 
Only the grave and wisest of the land : 
Important are the afiairs we have in hand. 
Hence with that mome. 

Luc, Bmtus, forbear the presence. 

Bru, Forbear the presence ! why, pray ? 

Sea. None are admitted to this grave concourse 
But ^se men: nay, good Brutus. 

Bru, You'll have an empty parliament then.. 

Aru, Here is no room for fools. 

Bru, Then what mak'st thou here, or he, or he ? oh Ju> 
piter! if thisconmiand be kept strictly, we shall have empty 
benches ; get you home you that are here, for here will be 
nothing to do this day : a general concourse of wise men 1 
"'twas never seen since the Brst chaos. Tarquin, if the ge- 
neral role have no exceptions, thou wilt have an empty con* 
sistory. - 

TuL Brutus, you trouble us. 

Bru, How powerful am I, you Roman deities, that am 
able to trouble her that troubles, a whole empire ? fools 
exempted, and women admitted ! laugh, Democritus ! but 
have you nothing to say to mad-men ? 
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Tmt. Madmen have here no place. 

Bnt. Then out. of doom with Tarqiun ! what's he that 
may sit in a calm valley, and will chose to repose on a tem- 
pestuous mountain, but a madman ? that may live in tran- 
quillous pleasures, and will seek out a kingdom's cares, but 
a nndman? who would seek innovation in a common- 
wealth in public, or be over-rul'd by a curs'd wife in pri- 
vate, but a fool or a madman? Give me thy hand, Tarquin; 
shall we two be dismissed together from the Capitol ? 

Tar, Restrun his folly! 

7\iL Drive the fhtntic hence ! 

j4ru. Nay, Brutus. 

Sea, Good Brutus. 

Bru. Nay, soft, soft, good blood of the Tarqnins, let's 
have a few cold words first, and I am gone in an instant : 
I chum the privilege of the nobility of Rome, and, by that 
privilege, my seat in t)ie Capitol. I am a Lord by birth ; 
my place is as free in the Capitol as, If oratius, thine, or 
thine, Lucretius, thine Sextus» Aruns thine, or any here : 
I am a Loi:d; an' you, banish all the Lord.fosols from the 
presence, youll have few to w^t upon th^ king but gentle- 
men : [they lay hands upon him.'] Nay, I am easily per- 
suaded, then; hands off 1 since yoi^ will not have my com- 
pany, you shall have my room. 
[aside,'] My room, indeed; for what I seem to be, 
Brutus is not, but bom great Rome to free. 
The state is full of dropsy, and swollen big 
l^th windy vapours, which my sword must pierce. 
To purge th' in^t^d bloody bred by the pride 
Of these infected bloods, [aloud.] Nay, now I go; 
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Beholdy I vanish, since ^tis Tarqmn's mind : 

One small fool goes, but greut ftHS^ leaves behind. [eofU, 

Luc. Tis pity, one so gen*rou8ly deiiv'd 
Should be deprived his best enduements thus. 
And want the true directions of the souL . 

Tar. To leave these dilatory trifles, lords, 
Now to the public business of the land. 
Lords, take your several places. 

Lfuc. Not, great Tarquin, before the king assume his 
- regal throne. 
Whose coming we attend. 

7\iL He?8 come already. 

Luc. The king ? 

Tbn The king. 

CoL Servius? 

Tar. Tarqutnius. 

Luc. Servius is king. 

Tar, He was ; by power divine 
The throne that long since he usurp'd is mine. 
Here we enthrone ourselves 1 -cathedral state 
Long since detainM us, justly we resume : 
Then let our friends and such as love us cry. 
Live, Tarquin ! and enjoy this sovereignty ! 

Omnes. Live, Tarquin ! and enjoy this sovereignty ! 

[flourish. 

. Enter Valerius. 

Fal. The king himself, with such donfederate peers 
As stoutly embrace his faction, being informed 
Of Tarquin's usurpation, armed comes. 
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Near to the entrance of the Capitol. 

Tar, No man |!^ve place ; he that dares to rise 
And do him reverence, we his love despise. 

Enter Sbrvius, Horatius, Scsvola, and Soldiers. 

Ser. Traitor! 

Tar. Usurper ! 

Ser, Descend. 

Tul, Sit still. 

Ser. In Servius' name, Rome's great imperial monarch, 

1 charge thee, Tarquin, disenthrone thyself^ 
And throw thee at our feet, prostrate for mercy. 

Har. Spoke like a king. 

Tar. In Tarquin's name, now Rome's imperial monarch. 
We charge thee, Servius, make free resignation 
Of that arch'd wreath thou hast usurp'd so long. 

Till, Words worth an empire. 

Hor, Shall this be brook'd, my sovereign ? 
Dismount the traitor. 

Seof, Touch him he that dares. 

Hor, Dares! 

7\tl, Dares! 

Ser, Strumpet ! no child of mine. 

7\tl, Dotard ! and not my father. 

Ser. Kneel to thy king. 

Tul, Submit thou to thy queen. 

Ser. Insuiferable treason ! with bright steel 
Lop down these interponents that withstand 
The passage to our throne. 

Hor. That Codes dares., 
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Se3f, We, with our steel, guard Tarquin and his chair. 

Sc€e. A Servius ! [they fight — Serviut U slain. 

Aru, A Tarquin! 

Tar. Now are we king, indeed ! our awe is builded 
Upon this royal base, the slaughtered body 
Of a dead king : we by his ruin rise 
To a monarchal throne. 

TuL We have our longing. 
My father's death gives me a second life. 
Much better than the first ; my birth was servile. 
But this new breath of reign is large and free : 
Welcome, my second life of sovereignty] 

Luc. I have a daughter, but I hope of metal. 
Subject to better temperature; should my Lucrece 
Be of this pride, these hands should sacrifice 
Her blood unto the gods that dwell below; 
The abortive brat should not out-live my spleen ; 
But Lucrece is my daughter, this my queen. [aside. 

Tul. Tear off the crown, that yet empales the temples 
Of our usurping father : quickly, lords. 
And in the face of his yet bleeding wounds. 
Let us receive our honours. 

Tar. The same breath 
Gives our state life, that was th' usurper's death. 

TuL Here, then, by heaven's hand we invest ourselves : 
Music, whose loftiest tones grace princes crown'd» 
Unto our noble coronation sound. [flourish. 

Valerius advances, with Horatius and Scsvola. 

Tar. Whom doth Valerius to our state present i 
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Fial. Two valiant Romans ; this, Horatius Cocles, 
This ^ntleman call'd Mutius Scsyola ; 
WhOy whilst King Servius wore the diadem. 
Upheld his sway and princedom by their loves. 
But he being falPn, since all the peers of Rome 
Applaud King Tarquin in his sovereignty. 
They with like suffrage greet your coronation. 

Hor. This hand, allied unto the Roman crown. 
Whom never fear dejected, or cast low. 
Lays his victorious sword at Tarquin's feet. 
And prostrates with that sword, allegiance. 
King Servius' life we lov'd, but, he eiqiir'd. 
Great Tarquin's life is in our hearts desir'd. 

Sc€e. Who, whilst he rules with justice and integrity. 
Shall with our dreadless hands our hearts conmiand, 
E?en with the best employments of our lives ; 
Since fortune lifts thee, we submit to fate; 
Ourselves are vassal^ to the Roman state. 

Tar. Your rooms were empty, in our train of friends. 
Which we rejoice to see so well supplied : 
Receive our grace, live in our clement favours. 
In whose submission our young glory grows 
To his ripe height : Ml in our friendly train« 
And strengthen with your loves our infant reign. 

/Tor. We live for Tarquin. 

SciP. And to thee alone, whilst justice keeps thy sword 
and thou thy throne. 

Tar, Then are you ours ; and now conduct us straight 
In triumph through the populous streets of Rome, 
To the king's palace our majestic seat ; 
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Your hearts, though freely profffcr'd, we entreat. 

[^Sennet. As they march, TuUia treads on her father's 
body and stays, 

Tul, What block is that we tread on ? 

Luc, *Tis the body 
Of your deceased father ; madam ! queen ! 
Your shoe is crimson'd with his vital blood. [aside, 

Tul. No matter, let his mangled body lie. 
And with his base confederates strew the streets. 
That, in disgrace of his usurped pride. 
We o'er his trunk may in our chariot ride : 
For, mounted like a queen, 'twould do me good 
To wash my coach-naves in my father's blood. 

Luc. Here's a good child. [aside. 

Tar, Remove it, we command. 
And bear his carcase to the funeral pile. 
Where, after this dejection, let it have 
His solemn and due obsequies. Fair Tullia, 
Thy hate to him grows from thy love to us ; 
Thou showest thyself in this unnatural strife 
An unkind daughter, but a loving wife. 
But on, unto our palace ; this blest day, 
A king's encrease grows by a king's decay. 

[exeunt all but Brutus. 

Bru. Murder the king ! a high and capital treason. 
Those giants that wag'd war against the gods. 
For which th' o'erwhelmed mountains hurl'd by Jove 
To scatter them, and give them timeless graves. 
Was not more cruel than this butchery. 
This slaughter made by Tarquin : but, the queen ! 
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A woman, fie ! fie t did not this she-parridde • 

Add to her father's wounds ? and when his body 

Lay all besmear'd and stain'd in the blood royal. 

Did not this monster, this infernal hagv 

Make her unwilling charioteer drive on^ 

And with his shod wheels crush her father's bones } 

Break his craz'd scull, and dash his sparkled brtuns 

Upon the pavements, whilst she held the reins ^ 

The aflfrighted sun at this abhorred object, 

Put on a mask of blood, and yet she blush*d not. 

Jove, art thou just? hast thou reward for piety. 

And for offence no vengeance f or cans't punish 

Felons, and pardon traitors ? chastise murderers. 

And wink at parricides? if thou be worthy, . 

As well we know thou art, to fill the throne 

Of all eternity, then with that hand 

That flings the tnfulk thunder, let the pride 

Of these our irreligious monarchisers 

Be crown'd in blood. This makes poor Bnitus mad,. 

To see sin frolic, and the virtuous sad. 

Enter Sextus and Aruns. 

^ru. Soft ! here's Brutus ; let us acquaint him with the 
news. 

Sea?. Content ; — now, cousin Brutus. 

Bru. Who, I, your kinsman? though I be of the blood of 
the Tarquins^ yet no cousin, gentle prince. 

y4ru. And why so, Brutus, scorn you our alliance ? 

Bru. No, I was cousin to the Tarquins, when they were • 
subjects, but dare claim no. kindred as they are sovereigns. 
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Brutus is not so mad, though he be merry ; but he hath wit 
enough to keep his head on his shoulders. 

Aru. Why do you, lord, thus lose your hours, and nei- 
ther profess war nor domestic profit ? The first might beget 
you love, the other riches. 

Bru, Because I would live ; have I not answered you, — 
'cause I would live : fools and mad men are no rubs in the 
way of usurpers; the firmament can brook but one sun. 
aifdfor my part I must not shine : I had rather live an ob- 
scure black, than appear a fair white to be shot at ; the end 
of all is, I would live. Had Servius been a shrub, the wind 
had iS6t shook him ; or a mad-man, he*d not perished : I 
covet no more wit nor employment than as much as will 
keep life and soul together : I would but live. 

Aru. You are satirical, cousin Brutus ; but, to the pur- 
pose : the king dreamt a strange and ominous dream last 
night, and, to be resolv'd of the event, my brother Sextus 
and I must to the Oracle. 

Sew, And because we would be well accompanied, we 
have got leave of the king that you, Brutus, shall associate 
us, for our purpose is to make a merry journey on't. 

Bru, So youM carry me along with you, to be your fool, 
and make you merry. 

Sew. Not our fool, but — 

Bru, To midte you merry : I shall, nay, I will make you 
merry, or tickle you till you laugh ! The Oracle 1 I'll go to 
be resolvM of some doubts private to myself: nay. Princes, 
I am so much endear'd both to your loves and companies, 
that you shall not have the power to be rid of me. What 
limits have we for Our journey ? 
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Sea. Five days, no more. 

Bru, I shall fit me to your preparations : but one thing 
more; goes Collatine along ? 

Seje, Collatine is troubled with the common disease of 
all new married men ; he's sick of the wife : his excuse is, 
forsooth, that Lucrece will not let him go y but you, httTing 
neither Mrife nor wit to hold you, I hope will not disap- 
point us. 

Bru. Had I both, yet should you prevail with me above 
either. 

Aru. We shall expect you. 

Bru. Horatius Cocles and Mutius Sceevola are not engaged 
in this expedition } 

Aru. No, they attend the King : farewell.' 

Bru. Lucretius stays at home too, and Valerius ? 

Sew. The palace cannot spare them. 

Bru. None but we three } 

Sew. We three. 

Bru, We three; well, five days' hence. 

Sew. You have the time, farewell. 

[eweuM Sewtus and Arum. 

Bru. The time, I hope, cannot be t»rcumscrib'd 
Within so short a limit ; Rome and I 
Are not so happy ; what's the reason, then. 
Heaven spares his rod so long } Mercury, tell me ! 
I hav't, the fruit of pride is yet but green. 
Not mellow ; though it grows apace, it comes not 
To his full height : Jove oft delays his vengeance. 
That when it hiKpt 't may prove more terrible. 
Despair not^ Brutus, then, but let thy country 
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And thee take thb last comfort after all. 

Pride, when thy fruit is ripe, 'trtiust rot, and fall ! 

But, to the Oracle. j^eant, 

SCENE III, 

£nter Horatius and Scsvola. 

Hot. I would I were no Iloman. 

Sc€e, Codes, why ? 

Hot. I am discontented, and dare not speak my thoughts. 

Sc^, What ! shall I speak them for you ? 

Hot, Mutiu8,do. 

Sc€e, Tarquin is proud* 

Hot, Thou hast them. 

Sc€P, Tyrannous* 

Hor. True. 

Sea, Insufferably lofty. 

Bor. Thou hast hit me. 

Sea. And shall I tell thee what I prophesy 
Of his succeeding rule ? 

Hot. No, Til dp't for thee; Tarquin's ability wiU, in the 
weal, , 
Beget a weak unable impotence ; 
His strength make Rome and our dominions weak ; 
His soaring high make us to flag our wings* 
And fly close by the earth ; his golden feathers 
Are of such vastness, that they spread like sails. 
And so becalm us, that we have not air 
Able to raise our plumes^ to taste the pleasures of our own 
elements. 
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Sc€e. We are one heart, our thoughts and our desires are 
suitable. 

Hor. Since he was king he bears him like a god : 
His wife, like Pallas, or the wife of Jove, 
WiU not be spoke to without sacrifice. 
And homage sole due to the deities. 

Enter Lucretius. 

Sae. What haste with good Lucretius? 

Luc. Haste, but ftmall speed : 
I had an earnest tmt unto the king,- 
About some business that concerns the weal 
Of Rome and us ; 'twill not be listened to : 
He has took upon him such ambitious state. 
That he abandons conference mth his peers; 
Or if he chance to endure our tongues so much. 
As but to hear their sonance, he despises 
The intent of all our speeches, our advices. 
And counsel j thinking his own judgmccnt only 
To be approved in matters military ; • 
And in atfairs domestic we are but mutes. 
And fellows of no parts, viols unstrung. 
Our notes too harsh to strike in pritic^s' ears. 
Great Jove amend it I ^ 

Hor. Whither will you, mfy lord? 

Luc. No matter where, if from the court. I'll home to 
Collatine 
And to my daughter, Lucrece : home breeds safety ; 
Danger's begot in court ; a life retired- 
Must please me now perforce : then, noble Scfevola, 
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And you, my dear Horatius, farewell both : 
Where- industry is scom'd, let's welcome sloth. 

Enter Collatinb. 

Hot, Nay, good Lucretius, do not leave us thus : 
See, here comes CoUatine ; but where's Valerius ? 
How does he taste these times ? 

CoL Not giddily, like Brutus ; nor passionately. 
Like old Lucretius, with his tear-swoln eyes ; 
Not laughingly, like Mutius Scaevola ; 
Nor bluntly, like Hor&tius Cocles here ; 
He has usurp 'd a stranger garb of humour. 
Distinct from these in nature every way. 

Luc, How is he relish'd? can his eyes forbear. 
In this strange state, to shed a passionate tear ? 

Sc€B, Can he forbear to laugh with Scaevola, 
At that which passionate weeping cannot mend ? 

Hor. Nay, can his thought shape ought but melancholy. 
To see these dang'rous passages of state ? 
How is he tempered, noble CoUatine ? 

CoL Strangely ; he is all song, he's ditty all ; 
Note that : Valerius hath given up the courts 
And wean'd himself from the king's consistory. 
In which his sweet harmonious tongue grew harsh ; 
Whether it be that he is discontent. 
Yet would not so appear before the king. 
Or whether in applause of these new edicts. 
Which so distaste the people, or what cause 
I know not, but now he's all musical. 
Unto the council-Chamber he goes singing; 
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And whilst the king his wilful edicts makes. 
In which none's tongue is powerful save the king's. 
He's in a comer relishing strange airs. 
Conclusively, he's from a toward hopeful gentleman, 
Transhf4>'d to a mere ballader ; none knowing 
Whence should proceed this transmutation. 

EiUer Valerius. 

H&r, See, where he comes. Morrow, Valerius I 
Luc, Morrow, my lord ! 

Sang — ^Valerius. 

When T^rquin first in court began. 
And was approved king. 
Some men for sudden joy 'gan weep. 
But I for sorrow sing. 

Scte. Ha, ha I how long has my Valerius 
Put on this strain of mirth, or what's the cause? 

iS^— Valerius. 

Let humour change and spare not. 

Since Tarquin's proud, I care not ; 

His fiEdr words so bewitch'd my delight. 

That I doted on his sight. 

Now he is chaug'd, cruel thoughts embracing. 

And my deserts disgracing. 

Hor, Upon my life, he's either mad or love-sick. 
Oh, can Valerius, but so late a statesman. 
Of whom the public weal deserv'd so well,^ 
Tune out his age in songs and canzonets. 
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Whose voice should thunder counsel in the ears 
Of Tarquin and proud Tullia? Think, Valerius, 
What that proud woman, Tullia, is ; 'twill put thee 
Quite out of tune. 

5ofif— Valerius. 

Now what is love I will thee tell. 

It is the fountain and the well. 

Where pleasure and repentance dwell : 

It is perhaps the *sansing bell. 

That rings all in to heaven or hell. 

And this is love, aud this is love, as I hear tell. 

Now what is love I will you show : 

A thing that creeps and cannot go ; 

A prize that passeth to and fro ; 

A thing for me, a thing for mo' ; ^ 

And ht that proves shall find it so. 

And this is love, and this is love, sweet friend, I trow. 

Lfuc, Valerius, I shall quickly change thy cheer. 
And make thy passionate eyes lament with mine : 
Think how that worthy prince, our kinsman king; 
Was butcher'd in the marble Ci^i^itol! 
Shall Servius Tullius unregarded die 
Alone of thee, whom all the Roman ladies. 
Even yet with tear-swoln eyes, and sorrowful souls. 
Compassionate, as well he merited ? 
To these lamenting dames what canst thou sing. 
Whose griefs through all the Roman temples ring? 

« Sattee 60»— Saints' beU, or the Sanetu* bell, a small bell which called to 
prayers and other holy offices. 
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5o/v— Valerius. 

Lament, ladies, lament, 
Laipent the Eoman land, 
The king is fra thee hent. 
Was doughty on his hand. 
We'll gang into the Kirk, 
His dead corpse we'll embrace. 
And when we see him dead, 
We aye will cry, alas ! Fa la, lero la. 
Tara rara roune ta re, &c. 

Hw, This music mads me, I all mirth despise. 

Luc, To hear him sing draws rivers from mine eyes. 

Sc€e. It pleaseth me ; for since the court is harsh. 
And looks askance on soldiers, let's be merry. 
Court ladies, sing, drink, dance, and every man 
Gret him a mistress, coach it in the country. 
And taste the sweets of it ; what thinks Valerius 
Of Scaevola's last counsel t 

5o/j^— Valerius. 

Why since we soldiers (^nnot prove. 
And grief it is. to us therefore. 

Let every man get |iim a love. 
To trim her well, and fight no more. 
That we may |;aste of lovers' bliss. 
Be merry and blithe, embrace and kiss, 
That ladies may say, some more of thb. 
That ladies may say, some more of this. 

Since court and city both giow proud. 
And safety you delight to hear. 



y Google 



THE RAPE OF LTJCRECR. 2\ 

We in the country will us shroud, 
Where lives to please both eye and ear ; 
The nightiiigale siogs jug, jug, jug, 
The little lamb leaps after his dug, 
And the pretty milk-maids they look so smug, 
And the pretty milk -maids, &c. 

Come, Scaevola, shall we go and be idle ? 

Luc. I'll in to weep. 

Hor, But I my gall to grate. 

Sae. PU laugh at time, till it will change our fete. 

\_eafeunt all but CoUatine. 

Col, Thou art not what thou seem'st. Lord Scaevola ; 
Thy heart mourns in thee, though thy visage smile : 
And so does thy soul weep, Valerius, 
Although thy habit sing : for these new humours 
Are but put on for safety, and to arm them 
Against the pride of Tarquin, from whose danger. 
None great in love, in counsel, or opinion. 
Can be kept safe : this makes me lose my hours 
At home with Lucrece, and abandon court. 

Enter Clown. 

Clown. Fortune, I embrace thee, that thou hast as- 
sisted nae in finding my master ! The gods of good Rome 
keep my. lord and master out of all bad company 1 

Col. Sirrah, the news with you. 

Clown* Would you ha' court news, camp news, city news, 
or country news ? or would you know what's the news at 
home?. 
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CoL Let me know all the news. 

Cloum, The news at court is^ that a small leg and a silk 
stocking is in the fashion for your lord ; and the water that 
god Mercury makes is in request with your lady. The hea- 
viness of the king's wine makes many a light head, and the 
emptiness of his dishes many full bellies ; eating and drink- 
ing was never more in use : you shall find the baddest legs 
in boots, and the worst faces in masks. They keep their 
old stomachs still ; the king's good cook had the most wrong $ 
for that which was wont to be private only to him, is now 
usurp'd among all the other officers : for now every man in 
his place, to the prejudice of the master cook, makes bold 
to lick his own iingers. 

CoL The news in the camp ? 

Clown, The greatest news in the camp is, that there is no 
news at idl ; for being no camp at all, how can there be 
any tidings from it ? 

CoL Then, for the city ? 

Chum. The senators are rich, their wives fair, credit 
grows cheap, and traffic dear ; for you have many that are 
broke; the poorest man that is may take up what he will, 
so he will be but bound to a post till he pay the debt. There 
was one courtier lay with twelve men's wives in the suburbs, 
and pressing farther to make one more cuckold within the 
walls, and being taken with the manner, had nothing to say 
for himself, but this, he that made twelve made thirteen. . 

Co/. Now, sir, for the country ^ . 

Clown, There is no news there but at the ale-house, 
there's the most receipt; and is it not strange, my lord, 
that so many men love ale that know not what ale is ? 



y Google 



THE RAPE OP LUCRECE. 23 

Col. Why, what is ale ? 

Clown. Why, ale is a kind of juice, made of the precious 
grain called malt ; and what is malt ? malt's M, A, L, T ; 
and what is M, A, L, T ? M much, A ale, L little, T thrift; 
that is, much ale, little thrift. 

CoL Only the news at home and I have done* 

Clown, My lady must needs speak with you about ear- 
nest business, that concerns her nearly, and I was sent in 
all haste to entreat your lordship to come away. 

CoL And could'st thou not have told me ? Lucrece stay. 
And I stand trifling here ! Follow, away t 

Clown, Aye, marry, sir, the way into her were a way 
worth following ; and thafs the reason that so many ser- 
ving-men, that are familiar with their mistresses, have lost 
the name of servitors, and are now called their masters' 
followers. Rest you merry ! [eweunt. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

Enter Apollo's Priests, with tapers; after them, Aruns, 
Sextus, and Brutus, with their oblations, all kneeling before 
the Oracle, Music, 

Priest, O, thou Delphian god, inspire 
Thy priests, and, with celestial fire 
Shot from thy beams, crown our desire. 

That we may follow. 

In these thy true and liallow'd measures. 
The utmost of thy heavenly treasures. 
According to the thoughts and pleasures: 
Of great Apollo. 
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Our hearts with iaflammations burn, 
Great Tarquin and his people mourn, 
'Till from thy temple we return 

With some glad tiding. 

Then tell us, shall great Rome be blest, 
And ro3ral Tarquin live in rest. 
That gives his high-ennobled breast 

To thy safe guiding ? 

Orac. Then Rome her ancient honours wins. 
When she is purg'd from Tullia's sins. 

Bru, Grameraes, Phoebus, for these spells ; 
Phoebus alone, alone excels. 

Seof. TuUia, perhaps, sinnM in our grandsire's death. 
And hath not yet by reconcilement made 
Atone with Phoebus, at whose shrine we kneel : 
Yet, gentle priest, let us thus'/far prevail. 
To know if Tarquin's seed shall govern Rome, 
And, by succession, claim the royalwreath ? 
Behold me, younger of the Tarquin's race ; 
This elder, Aruns, both the sons of Tullia ; 
This, Junius Brutus, though a mad-man, yet 
Of the high blo.od of the Tarquins. 

Priest, Sextus, peace ! 

Tell us, O thou that shin'st so bright, 
From whom the world receives his light, 
Whose absence is perpetual night, 

Whose praises ring : 

Is it with heaven's applause decreed. 
When Tarquin's soul from earth is freed, 
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That noble Sextus shall succeed 

In Rome as King ? 

Bru. Aye, Oracle, hast thou lost thy tongue ? 

Aru. Tempt him again, fair priest. 

Sea. If not as king, let Delphian Phoebus yet 
Thus much resolve us : who shall govern Rome, 
Or, of us three, bear greatest pre-eihinence ? 

Priest, Sextus, I will ; 

Yet, sacred Phcebus, we entreat, 
Which of these three shall be great, 
With largest power and state replete, 

By the heavens* doom ? 

PhoBbus, thy thoughts.no longer smother. 

Orac, He that first shall kiss his mother, 
Shall be powerful, and no other. 

Of you three in Rome. 

Sex. Shall kiss his mother! [Brutus falls. 

Bru. Mother Earth, to thee an humble kiss I tender. 

[aside. 

Aru. What means Brutus ? 

Bru. The blood of the slaughter'd sacrifice made this 
floor as slippery as the place where Tarquin treads; 
'tis glassy and as smooth as ice : I was proud to hear 
the Oracle so gracious to the blood of the Tarquins, and 
so I fell. 

Sew. Nothing but so, then to the Oracle. 
I charge thee Aruns, Junius Brutus, thee. 
To keep the sacred doom of th' Oracle 
From all our train ; lest when the younger lad. 
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Our brother, now at home, sits dandled 
Upon fair Tullia's lap, this understanding. 
May kiss our beauteous mother, and succeed. 

Aru. Let the charge go round ; — 
It shall go hard but 111 prevent you, Sextus. [aside. 

Sea, 1 fear not the madman, Brutus; and for Aruns,. let 
me alone to buckle with him : 111 be the first at my mo- 
ther's lips for a kingdom. 

Bru, If the madman have not been before you, Sextus. 
If oracles be oracles, their phrases are mystical; they 
speak still in clouds : had he meant a natural mother, he 
would not have spoke it by circumstance. [tuide. 

Sew. Tullia, if ever thy lijjs were pleasing to me, let it 
be at my return from the Oracle. 

Aru, If a kiss will make me a king, TuUia, I wiU spring 
to thee, though through the blood of Sextus. [aside. 

Bru, Earth, I acknowledge no mother but thee ; accept 
me as thy son, and I shall shine as bright in Rome as 
Apollo himself in his temple at Delphos. 

Sew, Our superstition's ended, sacred priest. 
Since we have had free answer from the gods. 
To whose fwr altars we have done due right. 
And hallowed them with presents acceptable. 
Let's now return, treading these holy measures, 
^Ith which we enter'd great Apollo's temple. 
Now, Phoebus, let thy sweet tun'd organs sound. 
Whose sphere — like music, must direct our feet 
Upon the marble pavement : after this. 
We'll gain a kingdom by a mother*8 kiss. [eweunt. 
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SCENE II. 
A table atid chain prepared! Tarquin, Tullia, Collatine, 

SCJBVOLA, HORATIUS, LUCRETIUS, VALERIUS, LoRDS. 

Tar. Attend us with your persons^ but your ears 
Be deaf unto our counsels. 

[ The Lords fall off on either aside and attend. 

Tuh Farther yet. 

Tar. ^Qiw, Tullia, what must be concluded next i 

Tuh The kingdom you have got by policy 
You must maintain by pride. 

Tar. Good. 

Tul. Those that were late of the king's faction 
Cut off for fear they prove rebellious. 

Tar. Better. 

Tul. Since you gain nothing by the popular love, 
- Maintain by fear your princedom. 

Tar. Excellent ; thou art our oracle, and, save from thee. 
We will admit no counsel : we obtidn'd 
Our state by cunning ; it must be kept by strength : 
And such as cannot love, we'll teach to fear ; 
T* encourage which, upon our better judgment. 
And to strike greater terror to the world, 
I have forbid thy father's funeral. 

Tul No matter. 

Tar. All capital causes are by us discuss'd, 
TraversM, and executed, without counsel ; 
We challenge too, by our prerogative. 
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The goods of such as strive against our state ; 
The freest citizens, mthout attaint. 
Arraign, or judgment, we to exile doom. 
The poorer are our drudges, rich our prey. 
And such as dare not strive our rule obey. 

T\iL Kings are as gods, and divine sceptres bear. 
The gods command, for mortal tribute, fear ; 
But, royal lord, we that despise their love. 
Must seek some means kow to maihtun this awe. 

Tar. By foreign leagues, and by our Strength abroad. 
Shall we that are decreed above our people. 
Whom heaven hath made our vassals, reign with them i 
No ; kings, above the rest tribunal'd high. 
Should with no meaner than with kings ally : 
For this, we to MamiliusTusculah, 
The Latin king, have given in. marriage 
Our royal daughter, now his people's ours» 
The neighbour' princes are subdu'd by arms : 
And whom we could not conquer by constraint. 
Them we have sought to win by courtly ^ 
Kings that are proud, yet would secure <^eir own. 
By love abroad shall purchase fear at home. 

Tul. We are secure ; and yet our greatest strength 
Is in our children ; how dare treason look 
Us in the face having issue ? Barren princes 
Breed danger in their singularity j . : ' 
Having none to succeed, their claim dies in them. 

Tar, Tullia's wise and apprehensive ; were our princely 
sons, 
Sextus and Aruns, back returned safe. 
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With an applausive answer of the ^ods 
From th* Oracle, our state were able then. 
Being gods ourselves, to scorn the hate of men. 

Enter Sbxtus, Aruns, and Brutus. 

Sea^, Where's TuUia? . 

^ru, Where's our mother? 

Hor. Yonder, princes, at council with the king. 

T\ti. Our sons returned ! 

Sea?. Royal mother! 

j4ru. Renowned queen ! 

Sea?, I love her best, therefore will Sextus do his duty 
first. 

j(4ru. Being eldest in my birth, FU not be youngest 
In zeal toTullia. 

Bru. To't, lads. 

Aru, Mother, a kiss. 

Sea?. Though last in birth, let me be first in love. 
A kiss, fair mother. 

Aru, Shall I lose my right ? 

Sea?. Aruns shall down, were Aruns twice my brother. 
If he presumes 'fore me to kiss my mother. 

j4ru. Aye, Sextus, think this kiss to be a crown> thus 
would we tug for't. Ithey struggle. 

Sea?. Aruns, thou must down. 

Tar. Restrain them, lords. 

Bru. Nay, to't, boys; O 'tis brave! they tug for shadows, 
I the substance have. [aside. 

Aru. Through armed gates and thousand swords 111 
break 
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To shew my duty ; let my valour speak. 

[breaks from Ike Lords, and kisses her. 

Sew, Oy heavens ! you have dissoVd me. 

Aru, Here I stand. 
What I have done to answer with this hand. 

Sew. O, all ye Delphian gods, look down and see 
How for these wrongs I will revenged be. 

Tar. Curb in the proud boy's fury; let us know 
From whence this discord riseth. 

Tul. From our love; how happy are we in our issue 
now ! 
When as our sons, even with their bloods, contend 
T' exceed in duty; we accept your zeal. 
This, your superlative degree of kindness. 
So much previdls with us, that to the king 
We engage our own dear love *twixt his incensement 
And your presumption ; you are pardoned both. 
And, Sextus, though you fidl'd in your first proffer. 
We do not yet esteem you least in love ; ascend, and touch 
our lips. 

Sew. Thank you, no. 

7\iL Then to thy knee we will descend thus low. 

Sew. Nay, now it shall not need : how great's my heart ! 

Aru. In Tarquin's crown thou now hast lost thy part. 

Sew. No kissing now, Tarquin ; great queen, adieu I 
Aruns, on earth we have no foe but you. 

Tar. What means this their unnatural enmity ? 

Tul. Hate, bom from love. 

Tar, Resolve us then, how did the gods accept 
Our sacrifice ? how are they pleas'd with us ? 
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How long will they applaud our soTereignty ? 

Bru, Shall I tell the king ? 

Tar, Do, cousin, with the process of your journey. 

Bru. I will. — We went from hither, when we went from 
hence, arrived thither when we landed there, made an end of 
our prayers when we had done our orisons, when thus quoth 
Phoebus, — ''Tarquin shall be happy whilst he is blest, 
govern while he reigns, wake wheu he sleeps not, sleep 
when he wakes not, quaff when he drinks, feed wheA he eats, 
gape when his mouth opens, live till he die, and die when he 
can live no longer.'* — So Phoebus commends him to you. 

Tar. Mad Brutus still I Son Aruns, what say you i 

Aru, That the great gods to whom the potent king 
Of this large empire sacrific'd by us. 
Applaud your reign^ commend your sovereignty : 
And, by a general synod, grant to Tarquin 
Long days, fair hopes, majestic government. 

Bru. Adding withal, that to depose the late king, which, 
in others, had been high treason, in Tarquin was honour : 
what in Brutus had been usurpation, in Tarquin was law- 
ful succession : and for Tullia, though it be parricide for a 
child to kill her father, in Tullia it was charity, by death 
to rid him of all his calamities. Phoebus himself said she 
was a good child, and shall not I say as he says, to tread 
upon her father's skull. 
Sparkle his bndns upon her chariot wheel. 
And wear the sacred tincture of his blood * 
Upon her servile shoe ? but more than this. 
After his death deny him the due claim 
Of all mortality, a funeral^ 
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An earthen sepulchre, this, this, quoth the oracle. 
Save Tullia, none would do. 

TV/. Brutus, no more; least with the eyes of wrath and 
incensM fiiry. 
We look into thy humour : were not madness 
And folly to thy words a privilege. 
Even in thy last reproof of our proceedings 
Thou had'st pronounced thy death. 

Bru, If Tullia will. send Brutus abroad for news, and af- 
ter, at his return, not endure the telling of it ; let Tullia 
either get closer ears, or get for Brutus a stricter tongue. 

Tul How, sir? 

Bru. Qod he vfV yel [eaii. 

Tar. Alas ! 'tis madness, pardon him, not spleen ; 
Nor is it hate, but frenzy. We are pleas'd 
To hear the gods propitious to our prayers. 
But whither 's Sextus gone ? resolve us. Codes ; 
We saw thee' in his parting follow him. 

ffor. I heard him say, he would straight take bis 
horse. 
And to the warUke Oabines, enemies to Rome, and you. 

Tar, Save them we have no opposites. 
Dares the proud boy confederate with our foes ? 
Attend us, lords ; we must new battles wage. 
And with bright arms confront the proud boy's rage. 

[eaeunt all but Lucretius, CoUatme, HarathUy Fa- 
lerius, and Sc^evola, 

Hor, Had I as muiy souls as drops of blood - 
In these branched veins, as many lives as starfr' 
Stuck in yon azure roof, and were to die 
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More deaths than I have wasted weary minutes 
To grow to this, Fd hazard all, and more. 
To purchase freedom to thus bondag'd Rome. 
Pm vexM to see this virgin conqueress 
Wear shackles in my sight. 
Luc, Oh ! would my tears 
Would rid great Rome of these prodigious fears ! 

Enter Brutus. 

Bru. What, weeping-ripe, Lucretius? possible? now 
lords, lads, friends, fellows, young madcaps, gallants, and 
old courtly ruffians, all subjects under one tyranny and 
therefore should i>e partners of one and the same unani- 
mity ! Shall we go single ourselves by two and two, and go 
talk treason ? then 'tis but his yea, and my nay, if we be 
caUM to question : or shall's go use some idolent bustling 
to break through this thorny servitude : or shall we every 
man go sit like a man in desperation, and with Lucretius 
weep at Rome's misery ? now am Tfor all things, any thing, 
or nothing : I can laugh with Scaevola, weep with this good 
old man, sing ok hone, hone, with Valerius, fret with 
Horatius Codes, be mad like myself, or neutrize with 
Oollatine. Say, what shall's do ? 

Hor. Fret. 

F'aL Sing. 

Luc^ Weep. 

Sea. Laugh. 

Bru. Rather let's all be mad 
That Tarquin he stiU reigneth, Rome's still sad. 

Col. You are nuidmen all that yield so much to passion. 
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You lay yourselves too open to your enemies ; 

That would be glad to pry into your deeds. 

And catch advantage to ensnare our lives. 

The lung's fear, like a shadow, dogs you still. 

Nor canyon walk without it : I commend 

Valerius most, and noble Scsevqla, 

That what they cannot mend, seem not to mind. 

By my consent lefs all wear out our hours 

In harmless sports : hawk, hunt, game, sing, drink, dance. 

So shall we seem offenceless, and live safe 

In danger's bloody jaws ; where, being humorous. 

Cloudy and curiously inquisitive 

Into the king*s proceedings, there arm'd fear 

May search into us, call our deeds to question. 

And so prevent all future expectation 

Of wish'd amendment ; let us stay the time 

Till heaven have made them ripe for just revenge. 

When opportunity is olFer'd us. 

And then strike home; till then, do what you please . 

No discontented thought my mind shall seize. 

Bru. I am of GoUatine's mind now. Valerius, sing us a 
bawdy song, and make us merry : nay it shall be so. 

FtU. Brutus shall pardon me. 

Sc€e» The time that should have been seriously spent in 
the State-house, I have learnt securely to spend in a 
wenching house, and now I profess myself any thing but a 
statesman. 

Hot, The more thy vanity. 

Luc, The less thy honour. 

VaL The more his safety, and the less his fear. 
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Song, — ^Valbrius. 
She that denies me, I would have ; 
Who craves me, I despise. 

Venus hath power to rule mine heart, 
But not to please mine eyes. 

Temptations offered, I still scorn ; 
Deny'd, I cling them still, 

I'll neither glut mine appetite. 
Nor seek to starve my will. 

Diana, double-cioth'd, offends ; 
So Venus, naked quite ; 

The last begets a surfeit, and 
The other no delight. 

That crafty girl shall please me best 
That no for yea can say. 

And every wanton willing kiss 
Can season with a nay. 

Bru. We have been mad lords long, now let us be merry 
lords. Horatius, maugre thy melancholy, and, Lucretins, 
in spite of thy sorrow. 111 have a sotig; a subject for the 
ditty. 

Hor, Great Tarquin's pride, and Tullia's cruelty. 

Bru. Dangerous; no. 

Luc. The tyrannies of the court, and vassalage of the 
city. 

S€€B, Neither; shall I give the subject ? 

Bru, Do, and let it be of all the pretty wenches in Rome. 

Sea. It shall, it shall ;— shall it, Valerius ? 

y<U. Any thing according to my poor acqiMuntance and 
little conversance. 
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Bru. Nay, you shall stay, Horatius; Lucretius, so shall 
you. He removes himself from the love of Brutus, that 
shrinks my side till we have had a song of all the pretty 
suburbians : sit round ; when, Valerius ? 

5k>fl^.— Valerius. 

Shall I woo the lovely MoUy ? 

She's 80 fair, so fat, so joUy, 

But she has a trick of folly, 

Therefore I'll have none of Molly. No, no, no, no, 

no, no. 
rU have none of Molly, no, no, no. 
Oh, the cherry lips of Nelly, 
They are red and soft as jelly, 
But too well she loves her belly. 
Therefore Til have none of Nelly. No, no, no, &c. 
What say you to bonny Betty, 
Have you seen a lass so pretty ? 
But her body is so sweaty, 
Therefore 111 have none of Betty. ^No, no, no, &c. 
When I dally wi^ my Dolly, 
She is full of melancholy. 
Oh, that wench is pestilent holy. 
Therefore I'll have none of DoUy. No, no, no, &c. 
I could fancy lovely Nanny, 
But she has the loves of many, 
Yet herself she loves not aoy. 
Therefore I'll have none of Nanny. No, no, &c. 
In a flax shop I spy'd Rachel, 
Where she her flax and tow did hatchel,* 

• ToAalcfc«l— to dros flax, hemp, itc 
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But her cheeks hang like a satchel, 

Therefore I'll have none of Rachel. No, no, &c. 

In a corner I met Biddy, 

Her heels were light, her head was giddy, 

She fell down and somewhat did I, ~ ' 

Therefore TU have none of Biddy. No, no, &c. 

Bru, The rest well hear within. What offence is there 
in this, Lucretius ? what hurt^s in this, Horatius ? Is it not 
better to sing with our heads on, than to bleed with our 
heads off? I ne'er took CoUatine for a politician till now. 
Come, Valerius, we'll run over all the wenches of Rome, 
from the community of lascivious Flora to the chastity of 
diyine Lucrece : come, good Horatius. [ea^eunt. 



ACT ni. SCENE I. 

Enter Lucrece, Maid, and Clown. 

LuC' A chair I 

Chum. A chur for my lady, Mistress Mirable^ do you 
not hear my lady call. 

Luc, Come near, sir; be less officious 
In duty, and use more attention : 
Nay, gentlewoman, we exempt not you 
From our discourse $ you must afford an ear. 
As well as he, to what we have to say. 

Maid. I still remain your hand-maid. 

Luc. Sirrah, I have seen you oft familiar 
With this my mud and wuting gentlewoman, 
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As casting amorous glances, wanton looks. 
And privy becks savouring incontinence; 
I let you know you are not for my service 
Unless you grow more civil. 

Cloum, Indeed, madam, for my own part I wish Mistress 
Mirable well, as one fellow servant ought to wish to ano- 
ther; but to say as that ever I flung any she^ps' eyes in her 
iace, — ^how say you. Mistress Mirable, did I ever offer it ? 

Luc, Nay, mistress, I have seen you answer him 
\^th gracious looks, and some uncivil smiles. 
Retorting eyes, and giving his demeanor 
Such welcome as becomes not modesty. 
Know henceforth there shall no lascivious phrase. 
Suspicious look, or shadow of incontinence, 
Be entertained by any that attend on Roman Lucrece. 

Maid, Madam, I ? 

Luc. Excuse it not, for my premeditate thought 
Speaks nothing out of rashness, nor v£un hearsay. 
But what my own experience testifies 
Against you both ; let then this mild reproof 
ForcMram you of the like ; my reputation. 
Which is held precious in the eyes of Rome, 
Shall be no shelter to the least intent 
Of looseness ; leave all familiarity. 
And quite renounce acquaintance. 
Or I here discharge you both my service. 

Clown. For my own part, madam, as I am a true Roman 
by nature, though no Roman by my nose, I never spent 
the least lip labour on Mistress Mirable, never so much as 
glanced, never used any winking or pinking, never nodded 
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at her, no, not so much as when I was asleep, never asked 
her the question so much as what's her name : if you bring 
any man, woman, or child that can say so much behind my 
back, as for he did but kiss her ; for I did but kiss her and 
so let her go ; let my Lord CoUatine, instead of plucking 
my coat, pluck my skin over my ears and turn me away 
naked, that, wheresoever I shall come, I may be held a raw 
serving man hereafter. 

Luc, Sirrah, you know our mind. 

Chum. If ever I knew what belongs to these cases, or yet 
know what they mean ; if ever I us'd any plain dealing, or 
were ever worth such a jewel, would I might die like a beg- 
gar ; if ever I were so far read in my grammar, as to know 
what an interjection is, or a conjunction copulative, would 
I might never have good of my qui, qu€e, quod: why, do you 
think, madam, I have no more care of myself, being but a 
stripling, than to go to it at these years ? flesh and blood 
cannot endure it ; I shall even spoil one of the best faces 
in Home with crying at your unkindness. 

Luc, I have done : see, if you can spy your lord return- 
ing from the court, and give me notice what stnmgers he 
brings home with him. 

Enter Collatine, Valerius, Horatius, and Sc«vola. 

Clown, Ves, I'll go ; but see, kind man, he saves me a 
labour. 

Hor, Come, Valerius, let's hear in our way to the house 
of Collatine, that saying you went late hammering of, con- 
cerning the taverns in Rome. 

FaL Only this, Horatius. 
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Song, — ^Valerius. 
The gentry to the King's Head, 
The nobles to the Crown, 
The knights unto the Golden Fleece, 
And to the Plough the clown. 
The church -man to the Mitre, 
The shepherd to the Star, 
The gardener hies him to the Rose, 
To the Drum the man of war ; 
To the Feathers, ladies, you ; the Globe 
The sea-man doth not scorn : 
The usurer to the Devil, and 
The townsman to the Horn. 
The huntsman to the White Hart, 
To the Ship the merchants go, 
But you that do the muses love. 
The Sign called River Po. 
The banquerout to the World's End, 
The fool to the Fortune hie. 
Unto the Mouth the oyster wife. 
The fiddler to the Pie. 
The punk unto the Cockatrice, 
The drunkard to the Vine, 
The beggar to the Bush^ then meet. 
And with Duke Humphrey dine. 

CoL Fwr Lucrece, I have brought these lords from 
court, to feast with thee : sirrah, prepare us dinner. 

Lfuc. My lord is welcome, so are all his friends ; 
The news at courts lords. 

Hot, Madam^ strange news. 
Prince Sextus by the enemies of Rome 
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Was nobly us'd^ and made tkeir general. 
Twice hath he met his fother in the field, 
And foilM him by the warlike Gabines' aid : 
But how hath he rewarded that brave nation. 
That in his great disgrace supported him ; 
I'll tell you. Madam ; he, once the last battle. 
Sent to his father a close messenger 
To be received to grace ; withal demanding 
What he should do with those his enemies ? 
Great Tarquin from his son receives this news. 
Being walking in his garden : when the messenger 
ImportunM him for answer, the proud king 
Lops with his wand the heads of poppies off 
And says no more ; with this uncertain answer 
The messenger to Sextus back returns. 
Who questions of his father's words, looks, gesture ; 
He tells him what the haughty speechless king 
Did to the heads of poppies, which bold Sextus 
Straight apprehends, cuts off the great men's heads. 
And having left the Gabines without govern, 
F)ies to his father, and this day is welcomed. 
For this his tndterou3 service by the king. 
With all due solemn honors, to the court. 

Sc€e. Courtesy strangely requited ! this none but the son 
of Tarquin would have enterpris'd. 

Fal. I like it, I applaud it ; this will come to somewhat 
in the end : when heaven has cast up his account, some of 
them will be callM to a hard reckoning. For my part, I 
dreamt last night I went a fishing. 
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Song, — ^Valerius. 
Though the weathier jangles 
With our hooks and our angles, 
Our nets be shaken and no fish taken ; 
Though fresh cod and whitmg. 
Are not this day biting, 
Gurnet, nor conger, to satisfy hunger, 

Yet look to our draught. 
Hale the main bowling, 
TTie seas have left their rolling. 
The waves their huffing, the winds their puffing ; 
Up to the top-mast, boy. 
And bring us news of joy ; 
Here's no demurring, no fish is stirring. 

Yet something we have caught. 

€oL Leave all to heaven. 

Enter Clown. 

Clown. My lords, the best plumporredge in all Rome 
cools for your honors ; dinner is piping hot upon the table ; 
and if you make not the more haste, you are like to have 
but cold cheer : the cook hath done his part ; and there's 
not a dish on the dresser but he has made it smoke for 
you : if you have good stomachs, and come not in while 
the meat is hot, you'U make hunger and cold meet to- 
gether. 

CoL My man's a rhetorician I can tell you. 
And his conceit is fluent. Enter, lords ; 
You must be Lucrece' guests, and she is scant 
In nothing, for such princes must not want. 

[eweunt all but Valerius and Chum, 
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Clown. My Lord Valerius, I have even a suit to your 
honour ; I ha' not the power to part from you, without a 
relish, a note, a tone ; we must get an lur betwixt us. 
^ff/. Thy meaning? 

down. Nothing but this ; — ^ 

John for the king has been in many ballads, 
John for the king down dino ; 
John for the king has eaten many sallads, 
John for the king sings hey ho. 

FaL Thou would'st have a song, would'st thou not ? 
Clown. And be everlastingly bound to your honour ; I 
am now forsaking the world and the devil, and somewhat 
leaning towards the flesh; if you could but teach. me how 
to choose a wench fit for my stature and complexion, I 
should rest yours in all good offices. 

Val. PU do that for thee : — what's thy name ? 
Clown. My name, sir, is Pompey. 
Val. Well then, attend. 

iSofi^.— Valeri us. 
Pompey, I will shew thee the way to know 
A dainty dapper wench. 
First see her all bare, let her skin be rare. 
And be tooch'd with no part of the French: 
Let her looks be clear, and her brows severe. 
Her eye-brows thin and fine : 
But if she be a punk, and love to be drunk. 
Then keep her stiU from the wine. 
Let her stature be mean, and her body clean. 
Thou can'st not choose but like her : 
But see she have good clothes, with a fair Roman nose. 
For that's the sign of a striker. 
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Let her legs be small, but not m*d to sprawl. 

Her tongue not too loud nor cocket ;* 

Let her arms be strong, and her fingers long. 

But not us'd to dive in a pocket. 

Let her body be long, and her back be strong. 

With a soft lip that entangles ; 

With an ivory breast, and her hair well drest. 

Without gold lace or spangles. 

Let her foot be small, clean legg'd withal. 

Her apparel not too gaudy : 

And one that hath not been in any house of sin, 

Nor place that hath been bawdy. 

Claum, But God's me, I am trifling here with you, and 
dinner cools o' the table, and I am callM to my attendance. 
Oh, my sweet Lord Valerius ! [eaeeunt, 

SCENE IL 

Enter Tarquin, Porsenna, Tullia, Sextus, and Aruns. 

Tar, Next King Porsenna, whom we tender dearly. 
Welcome, young Sextus ; thou hast to our yoke 
Suppress'd the neck of a proud nation. 
The warlike Gabines, enemies to Rome. 

Sew. It was my duty, royal Emperor, 
The duty of a subject and a son ; 
We, at our mother's intercession likewise. 
Are now aton'd with Aruns, 
Whom we here receive into our bosom. 

Tul. This is done like a kind brother and a natural son. 

• Pert. 
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Aru, We interchange a royal heart with Sextus, and 
graft us in your love. 

Tar, Now, King Porsenna, welcome once more to Tar- 
quin and to Rome. 

Par, We are proud of your alliance ; Rome is ours. 
And we are Rome's ; this our religious league 
Shall be carv'd firm in characters of brass, , 
And live for ever to 8uccee<ting times. 

Tar. It shall, Porsenna ; now this league's established. 
We will proceed in our determined wars. 
To bring the neighbour nations under us; 
Our purpose is to make young Sextus general 
Of all our army ; who hath prove4 ^s fortunes. 
And found them full of favour : we'll begin 
With strong Ardea ; have you given in charge 
To assemble all our captains, and take muster of our 
strong army ? 

Aru. That business is dispatched. 

Sea. We have likewise sent for all our best commanders 
To take charge according to their merit : Lord Valerius, 
Lord Brutus, Codes, Mutius Scsevola, 
And CoUatine, to make due preparation for such a gallant 
siege. 

Tar. This day you shall set forward ; Sextus, go. 
And let us see your army march along 
Before this king and us, that we may view 
The puissance of our host, prepared already. 
To lay high-reared Ardea waste and low. 

Seof. I shall, my liege. 

Tul. Aruns, associate him. 
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Aru, A rival with my brother in his honors. 

[eweunt Aruns and Seatus. 

Tar. Porsenna shall behold the strength of Rome, 
And body of the camp, under the charge 
Of two brave princes, to lay hostile siege 
Against the strongest city that withstands 
The all-commaAding Tarquin. 

Por. Tis an object to please Porsenna's eye. {soft march. 

l\il. The host is now upon their march. 
You from this place may see 
The pride of all the Roman chivalry. 

Sbxtus, Aruns, Brutus, Collatine, Valerius, SciEVOLA, 
HoRATius, tfft/i^ Soldiers, drums and colours, march over the 
stage, and congee to the King and Queen, 

Por. This sight's more pleasing to Porsenna's eye. 
Than all our rich Attalia's* pompous feasts. 
Or sumptuous revels : we are bom a soldier. 
And in our nonage suck'd the milk of war. 
Should any strange fate lower upon this army. 
Or that the merciless gulf of confusion 
Should swallow them, we at our proper charge. 
And from our native confines vow supply 
Of men and arms to make these numbers full. 

Tar. You are our royal brother, and in you 
Tarquin is powerful and maintains his awe. 

Tkil. The like Porsenna may command of Rome. 

Por. But we have, in your fresh varieties. 
Feasted too much, and kept ourself too long 
From our own seat ; our prosperous return 

* Porsenna was king of Ethuria. 
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Hath been expected by our lords and peers. 

Tar. The business of our wars thus forwarded. 
We have best leisure for your entertainment. 
Which now shall want no due solemnity. 

Por, It hath been beyond both expectation 
And merit ; but in sight of heaven I swear 
If ever royal Tarquin shall demand 
Use of our love, *tis ready stored for you. 
Even in our kingly breast. 

Tar, The like we vow to king Porsenna ; we will yet 
a little 
Enlarge your royal welcome with varieties. 
Such as Rome yields ; that done, before we part. 
Of two remote dominions make one heart. 
Set forward then ; our sons wage war abroad. 
To make us peace at home $ we are of ourself 
Wthout supportance; we all fate defy. 
Aidless and of ourself we stand thus high. [ejfenai. 

SCENE III. 

Tufo Soldiers meet as an the watch. 

ist SoL Stand, who goes, there ? 

2nd Sol A Mend. 

lit Sol. Stir not, forif thou dost, I'll broach thee straight 
upon this pike. The word ? 

2nd SoL Porsenna. 

Ut Sol, Pftss ; stay, who walks the round to night. 
The general, or any of his captains ? 

2nd Sol, Horatius hath the charge: the other chieftains 
Rest in the General's tent ; there's no commander 

B 
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Of any note, but revels with the prince ; 
And I amongst the rest am charg'd t* attend 
Upon their rouse. 

Ut Sol. Pass freely ; I this night must stand 
Twixt them and danger : the time of night ? 

2nd Sol. The clock last told eleven. 

Ut Sol. The powers celestial. 
That have took Rome in charge, protect it still ! 
Again, good night ; thus must poor soldiers do, 
WfaiFst their commanders are with dainties fed 
And sleep on down, the earth must be our bed. [exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

A Banquet prepared. 

Enter Sextus, Aruns, Brutus, Valerius, Horatius, Scjevola, 

and COLLATINE. 

Sex. Sit round : the enemy is pounded fast 
In their own folds, the walls, made to oppugn 
Hostile incursions, become a prison. 
To keep them fast for execution : 
There's no eruption to be feared. 

Bru. What shall's do ? Come, a health to the general's 
health; and Valerius, that sits the most civilly, shall begin 
it ; I cannot talk 'till my blood be mingled with this blood 
of grapes. Fill for Valerius; thou should'st drink well, for 
thou hast been in the German wars; if thou lov'st me, 
drink upse/reeza.* 

Sex. Nay, since Brutus has spoke the word, the first 

* A cant phrase, borrowed from the Dutch, of frequent occurrence in our 
dramatic writers, and used to signify being intoxicated. Its derivation is 
doubtful, but the roost probable interpietatidn is "in the Dutdi fashion." 
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health shall be imposed on you, Valerius : and if ever you 
have been Germanized, let it be after the Dutch fashion. 

yal. The general may command. 

Bru. He may ; why else is he callM the commander ? 

Sew. We will intreat Valerius. 

A^fi/. Since you will needs enforce a high German health; 
look well to your heads, for I come up<m you with this 
Dutch tftssaker :* if you were of a more noble science than 
you are, it will go near to break your heads round. 

A Dutch Soag.i 
O mork giff men ein man. 
Skerry merry vip, 
O morke giff men ein man 
Skerry merry vap, 
O morke giff men ein man, 
That tik die ten long o drievan ean, 
Skerry merry vip, and skerry merry vap, 
And skerry merry nmke ede bunk, 
Ede hoore was a hai dedle downe 
Dedle drunke a : 
Skerry merry runke ede bunk, ede hoore was drunk a. 

O daughter yeis in alto kleene, 

Skerry merry vip, 

O daughter yeis in alto kleene. 

Skerry merry vap, 

O daughter yeis in alto kleene, 

Ye molten slop, ein yert a leene 

• Teuaaker, is peiliapt used here to ngnify a eup or goblet, ftrom the word 



t This Anglo-Dutch jargon would not be worth a translation if it were less 
Intelligible than it is. 
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Skerry merry vip, and skerry merry vap, 

And skerry merry rank ede bunk, 

Rde hoore was a hey dedle downe 

Dedle drunk a : 

Skerry merry, runke ede bunk ede hoore was drunk a. 

Sea, Orammerdes I Valerius, came this high Oerman 
health as double as his double ruff, I'd pledge it. 

Bru. Were it Lubeck, or double double beer, iheir 
owD natural liquor, Pd pledge it, were it as deep as his 
ruff: let the health go round about the board, as his band 
goes round about his neck. I am no more atinid of this 
Dutch £Eishion, than I should be of the heathenisli inven- 
tion. 

Col, I must entreat you spare me, for my bndn brooks 
not the fumes of wine ; their vaporous strength offends me 
much. 

Hot, I would have none spare me, for I'll spare none. 
Collatine will pledge no health unless it be to his Lucrece. 

Sew, Whaf s Lucrece but a woman? and what are women 
But tortures and disturbance unto men ? 
If they be foul they're odious, and if fair, 
Thejr're like rich vessels full of poisonous drugs. 
Or like black serpents arm'd with golden scales : 
For my own part they shall not trouble me. 

Bru, Sextus, sit fast, for I proclum myself a woman's 
champion, and shall unhorse thee else. 

Fal. For my own part I'm a married man, and 111 speak 
to my wife to thank thee, Brutus. 

Aru, I haye a wife too, and I think the most virtuous 
lady in the world. 
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Sew. I cannot say but that I have a ^ood wife too, and I 
love her ; but if she were in heaven, beshrew me if I would 
wish her so much hurt as to desire her company upon earth 
again ; yet, upon my honour, though she be not very fair, 
she is exceeding honest. 

Bru. Nay, the less beauty, the less temptation to despoil 
her honesty. 

Seed, I should be angry with him, that should make ques- 
tion of her honour. 

Bru, And I angry with thee, if thou should'st not main- 
tain her honour. 

Aru. If you compare the virtues of your wives, let me 
step in for mine. 

Col. I should wrong my Lucrece not to stand for her. 

Sea. Ha, ha, all captains. 
And stand upon the honesty of your wives ; 
Is't possible, think you, that women of young spirit 
And full age, of fluen^ wit, that can both sing and dance. 
Read, write, such as feed well and taste choice cates. 
That stndght dissolve to purity of blood. 
That keep the veins full, and inflame the appetite. 
Making the spirit able, strong, and prone. 
Can such as these, their husbands being away. 
Employed in foreign sieges, or elsewhere. 
Deny such as importune them at home ? 
Tell me that flax will not be touch'd with fire. 
Nor they be won to what tliey most desire ? 

Bru. Shall I end this controversy in a word ? 

Seof. Do, good Brutus. 

Bru. I hold some holy, but some apt to sin; 
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Some Iractalile, but some that none can win ; 
Such as are Tirtnou», gold nor wealth can move ; 
Some yidous of thems^ves are prone to love. 
Some grapes are sweety and in the garden grow. 
Others, nnprun'd, turn wild, neglected so. 
The purest ore contains both gold and dress. 
The one all gain, the other nought but loss : 
The one disgrace, reproach, and scandal taints. 
The others angels and sweet featur'd saints. 

Col, S«ch is my virtuous Lucrece. 

Aru. Yet she for virtue not comparable to the wife of 
Aruns? 

Sc€B. And why may not mine be rauk'd with the most 
virtuous ? 

Hor. I would put in for a lot, but a thousand to one I 
shall draw but a blank. 

FaL I should not shew I lov'd my wife, not to take her 
part in her absence : I hold her inferior to none. 

Aru. Save mine; 

FaL No, not to her. 

Bru, Oh, this were a brave controversy for a jury of wo- 
men to arbitrate ! 

CoL Pll hazard all my fortunes on the virtues 
Of divine Lucrece : shall we try them thus? 
It is now dead of night ; lef s mount our steeds ; 
Within this two hours we may reach to Rome, 
And to our houses; all come unprepared. 
And unexpected by our high praised wives ; 
She of them all that we find best employed. 
Devoted, and most housewife-exerds'd. 
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Let her be held most virtuous, and her husband 
Win by the wager a ridi horse and armour. 

Aru, A hand on that. 

FaL Here's a helping hand to that bargain. 

Har. But shall we to horse -without circumstance ? 

Sc€d, Scaevola will be mounted with the first. 

Seof. Then mount cheval. Brutus, this night take you 
the charge of the army ; I'll see the trial of this >vager : 
'twould do me good to see some of them find their wives in 
the arms of their lovers, they are so confident in their vir* 
tttes. Brutus, well interchange : good night! be thou but 
as provident over the army as we, if our horses fail not, 
expeditious in our journey : to horse, to horse. 

AIL Farewell, good Brutus. [eaeunt* 

SCENE V. 

ErUer Lucrece and her two Maids. 

Luc. But one hour more and you shall aU to rest : 
Now that your lord is absent from this house. 
And that the master's eye is from his charge. 
We must be careful, and with providence 
Guide his domestic business ; we have now 
Griven o'er all feasting, and left revelling. 
Which ill becomes the house whose lord is absent. 
We banish aU excess till his return. 
In fear of whom my soul doth daily mourn. 

\tt. Maid. Madam, so please you, to repose yourself 
Within your chamber; leave us to our tasks. 
We will not loiter, though you take your rest. 
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Luc. Not 80, you shall not overwatch yourselves 
Longer than I wi^e with you ; for it fits 
Good housewives, when their husbands are from home. 
To eye their servants' labours, and in care 
And the true manage of his household state. 
Earliest to rise, and to be up most late. 
Since all his business he commits to me, 
m be his faithful steward till the camp 
Dissolve, and he return : thus wives should do ; 
In absence of their lords be husbands too. 

2nd, Maid, Madam, the lord Turnus his man was thrice 
for you here, to have entreated you home to supper : he 
says, his lord takes it unkindly he could not have your 
company. 

Luc, To please a loving husband, I'll offend 
The love and patience of my dearest friend : 
Methinks his purpose was unreasonable, 
Vo draw me in my husband's absence forth 
To feast and banquet : 'twould have ill become me; 
To have left the charge of such a spacious house 
Without both lord and mistress : 
I am opinion'd thus: wives should not stray 
Out of their doors, their husbands being away : 
Lord Turnus, excuse me. 

lit. Maid, Pray, madam, set me right into my work. 

Luc, Being abroad, I may forget the charge 
Imposed me by my lord, or be compeli'd 
To stay out late ; which, were my husband here; 
Might be without distaste ; but he from henc^ 
Wth late abroad, there can no excuscjidispense. 
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Here, take your work again^ a while proceed. 
And then to bed, for whilst you sew PU read. 

JSnter Sextus, Aruns, Valerius, Collatine^ Horatius, 
and SciEVOLA. 

Aru, I would haye hazarded all my hopes, my wife had 
not been so late a revelling. 

Vol. Nor mine at this time of night a gambling. 

Hot, They wear so much cork under their heels they 
cannot chuse but love to caper. 

Scic. Nothing does me good, but that if my wife were 
watching, all theirs were wantoning, and if I have lost, 
non£ can brag of their winnings. 

Sedp. Now, Collatine, to yours ; either Lucrece must be 
better employed than the rest, or you content to have her 
virtues rank'd with the rest. 

Col. I am pleas'd. 

Hot, Soft, soft, let's steal upon her as upon the rest, lest 
having some watch-word at our arrival, we may give her 
notice to be better prepared : nay, by your leave, Collatine, 
well limit you no advantage. 

Col. See, lords, thus Lucrece reyels with her maids ; in- 
stead of riot, quaffing, and the practice of high lavoltoes 
to the ravishing sound of chamb'ring music, she, like a 
good housewife, is teaching of her servants sundry chares. * 
Lucrece ? 

Luc. My lord and husband, welcome, ten times welcome. 
Is it to see your Lucrece you thus late 
Have with your person's hazard left the camp, 

* Chare, Work. 
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And trusted to the danger of a nigkt so dark, and full of 
borror ? 

Aru, Lords, all's lost. 

Hor, By Jove Pll buy my wife a wbeel, and make her 
spin for tbis trick. 

Sc€B, If I make not mine learn to live by tbe prick of her 
i^edle for tbis, Pm no Roman. 

Col. Sweet wife, salute these lords ; thy continence hath 
won thy husband a Barbary horse and a rich coat of 
arms. 

Luc, O pardon me ; tbe joy to see my lord. 
Took from me all respect of their degrees. 
The richest entertainment lives with us. 
According to the hour and the provision 
Of a poor mfe in the absence of her husband. 
We prostrate to you j howsoever mean. 
We thus excuse't ; Lord Collatine's away 5 
We neither feast, dance, quaff, riot, nor play. 

Sew, If one woman, among so many bad, may be found 
good ; if a white wench may prove a black swan, it is 
Lucrece ; her beauty hath relation to her virtue, and her 
virtue correspondent t6 her beauty, and in both she is 
matchless. 

CoL Lords, will you yield the wager ? 

Aru, Stay, the wager was as well which of our wives was 
fairest too ; it stretchM as well to their beauty as to their 
continence ; who shall judge that ? 

Hot, That can none of us, because we are all parties ; let 
Prince Sextus determine it who hath been with us, and 
been an eye witness of their beauties. 



y Google 



THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. 57 

VaL Agreed. 

Scee. I am pleas'd with the censure of Prince Sextus. 

^ru. So are we all. 

Coi. I commit my Lucrece wholly to the dispose of 
Sextus. 

Sea. And Sextus commits him wholly to the dispose of 
Lucrece. 
I love the lady and her grace desire. 
Nor can my love wrong what my thoughts admire. 
Aruns, no question but your wife is chaste. 
And thrifty, but this lady knows no waste. 
Valerius, yours is modest, something fair. 
Her grace and beauty are without compare ; 
Thine, Mutius, well disposed, and of good feature. 
But the world yields not so divine a creature ; 
Horatius, thine a smug lass and grac*d well. 
But amongst all, fair Lucrece doth excel. 
Then our impartial heart and judging eyes. 
This verdict gives, fair Lucrece wins the prize. 

Col. Then, lords, you are indebted to me a horse and ar- 
mour. 

AIL We yield it. 

Luc. Win you taste such welcome, lords, as a poor im- 
provided house can yield ? 

Sea. Grammercy, Lucrece, no ; we must this night sleep 
by Ardea's walls. 

Luc. But, my lords, I hope my GoUatine will not so 
leave his Lucrece. 

Sea. He must ; we have but idled from the camp, to try 
a merry wager about their wives ; and this at the hazard of 
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the king's displeasure, sbould any man be missing from his 
charge: the powers that govern Rome make divine Lu- 
crece for ever happy. Good night. 

Sc€t. But, Valerius, what thinkest thou of the country 
girls from whence we came, compar'd with our dty wives 
whom we this night have try'd ? 

rat. Scsevola, thou shalt hear. 

Song, — ^Valeri us. 

O yes, room for the cryer, 
Who never yet was found a liar. 

O ye fine smug country lasses, 

That would for brooks change crystal glasses ^ 

And be transhap'd from foot to crown. 

And straw beds change for beds of down ; 

Your partlets* turn into rebatoe8,t 

And 'stead of carrots eat potatoes ; 

Your frontlets lay by, and your rwls, J 

And fringe with gold your daggl'd tails. 

Now your hawk-noses shall have hoods 

And billements$ with golden studs : 

Straw hats shall be no more bongraces|| 

Prom the bright sun to hide your faces, 

For hempen smocks to help the itch. 

Have linen sewed with silver stitch ; t 

And wheresoever they chance to stride, ' 

One bare before to be their guide. I 

O yes, room for the cryer. 

Who never yet was found a liar. I 

* Ruffs, t Falling collars. ^ Cloaks, or loose gowns. § HabilimeuU. I 

I Projecting bonnets to defend the complexion. | 
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Luc, Will not my husband repose this night with me ? 

Hot, Liicrece shall'pardon him, we have took our leaves 
of our wives ; nor shall Collatine be before us though our 
ladies in other things come behind you. 

CoL I must be sway'd: the joys and the delights of 
jmany thousand nights meet aU in one to make my Lucrece 
happy. 

Luc, I am bound to yoiur strict will ; to each, good night ! 

Sex, To horse, to horse! Lucrece, we cannot .rest. 
Till our hot lust embosom in thy breast. [aside, 

[exeunt all but Lucrece, 

Luc, With no unkindness we should our lords upbraid. 
Husbands and kings must always be obeyM. 
Nothing save the high business of the state. 
And the charge given him at Ardea's siege. 
Could have made Collatine so much digress 
From the affection that he bears his wife ; 
But subjects must excuse when kings claim power. 
But leaving this, before the charm of sleep 
Seize with his downy wings upon my eyes, 
I must go take account among my servants 
Of their day's task ; we must not cherish sloth : 
No covetous thought makes me thus provident. 
But to shun idleness, which, wise men say. 
Begets rank lust, and virtue beats away. [exit. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 



Enter Sextus, Aruns, Hosatius, BKDTUft, Scjevola, 

COLLATlNBy OnJ Va&BBIUS. 

H(fr. Return to Rome now we are in the midway to the 
camp? 

Seof. My lord, 'tis bus'ness that concerns my life. 
To-morrow, if we live, well visit thee. 

ral. Will Sextos enjoin me to accompany him ? 

Sc€B. Or me ? 

Sejp. Nor you, nor any ; *tis important business 
And serious occurrences that call me. 
Perhaps, lords. 111 commend you to your wives. 
CoUatine, shall I do you any service to your Lucrece ? 

CoL Only commend me. 

Seof, What I no private token to purchase our kind 
welcome ? 

CoL ^ould royal Sextus ^ould but honour me to bear 
her a slight token. 

Seof. What? 

Col. This rin^. 

Sea?. As I am royal I will see't delivered. 
This ring to Lucrece shall my love convey, [aside. 

And in this gift thou dost thy bed betray. 
To-morrow, we shall meet 5 this night, sweet fate. 
May I prove welcome though a guest ingrate ! [e^t, 

Aru, He's for the city, we for the camp; the night 
makes the way tedious and melancholy ; pr*ythee a merry 
song to beguile it. 
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SOMg. — ^VlfLERIUS. 

There was a young man and a maid fell in love, 

Terry dery dmg, terry dery ding, terry terry dino. 

To get her good will he often did 

Terry dery ding, terry dery ding, langtido dille ; 

There's many will say, and most wiU allow, terry dery, &c. 

There's nothing so good as a terry dery dery, &c. 

I would wish all maids before they be sick, terry deiy, &c. 

To enquire for a young man that has a good terry dery, &c. 

Sae. Nay, my Lord, I heard them all have a conceit of 
an Englishman; a strange people in the western islands, 
one that for his variety in habit, humour, and gesture, puts 
down all other nations whatsoever; a little of that if you 
love me. 

f^ai. Well, Scaevola, you shall. 

Song. — Valeri us. 

'^The Spaniard loves his ancient slop, 
The Lombard his Venetian, 
And some like breechless women go, 
The Russ, Turk, Jew, and Gredan : 
The thrifty Frenchman wears small waist. 
The Dutch his belly boasteth, . 
The Englishman is for them all. 
And for each fashion coasteth* 

The Turk in linen wraps his head. 
The Persian his in lawn too. 
The Rust with sables furs his cap. 
And change will not be drawn to ; 
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The Spaniard's constant to his bloclc, 
llie French inconstant ever> 
But of all felts that can be felt. 
Give me your English beaver. 

The German loves his coney-wool. 

The Irishman his shag too, 

The Welch his Monmouth loves to wear. 

And of the same will brag too. 

Some love the rough, and some the smooth. 

Some great, and others small things ; 

But, oh, your lecherous Englishman, 

He loves to deal in all things. 

The Russ drinks quass ; Dutch, Lubeck beer. 

And tiiat is strong, and mighty ; 

The Briton he metheglin quaffs. 

The Irish aqua vitae ; 

The French affects the Orleans' grape. 

The Spaniard tastes his sherry. 

The English none of these can 'scape, 

But he with all makes merry. 

The Italian in her high chopine, 
Scotch lass, and lovely Frow too, 
The Spanish Donna, French Madam, 
He will not fear to go to ; 
Nothing so full of hazard dread. 
Nought lives above the centre. 
No fashion, health, no wine, nor wench, 
On which he dare not venture. 

If or. Good Valerius, this, has brought us even to the 
skirts of the camp : enter, lords. [exeunt- 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Sbxtus, Lucrece, and Attendants, 

Lfuc. This ring, my lord, hath op'd the gates to you ; 
For though I know you for a royal prince. 
My sovereign's son, and friend to CoUatine, 
Without that key you had not enter'd here. 
More lights I and see a banquet straight provided ; 
My love to my dear husband shall appear 
In the kind welcome that I give his friend. 

Sew. Not love-^ick, but love-lunatic, love-mad : 
I am all fire, impatience, and my blood 
Boils in my heart, with loose and sensual thoughts, [aside, 

lAtc, A chair for the prince ! may't please your highness 
sit? 

Seof. Madam, with you. 

Luc, It will become the wife of CoUatine to wait upon 
your trencher. 

Sea, You shall sit : behind us at the camp we left our 
state ; 
We're but your guest ; indeed, you shall not wait ;-^ 
Her modesty hath such strong power o'er me. 
And such a reverence hath fate given her brow. 
That it appears a kind of blasphemy, 
T'have any wanton word harsh in her ears. 
I cannot woo, and yet I love 'bove measure ; 
'Tis force, not suit, must purchase this rich treasure. 

[aside, 

Luc, Your highness cannot tast« such homely cates. 

Seof. Indeed I cannot feed but on thy face ; 

F 
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Thou art the banquet that my thoughts embrace, [aside. 

Luc. Knew you, my lord, what f^ee and zealous welcome 
We tender you, your highness would presume 
Upon your entertainment: oft, and many times, 
I have heard my husband speak of Sextus' valour. 
Extol your worth, praise your perfection. 
Aye, dote upon your valour, and your friendship prize 
Next his Lucrece. # 

Se^» Oh impious lust, in all things base, respectless, and 
unjust ! 
Thy virtue, grace, and fame I must enjoy. 
Though in the purchase I all Rome destroy. [aside. 

Madam, if I be welcome. 
As your virtue bids me presume I am. 
Carouse to me a health unto your husband. 

Luc. A woman's draught, my lord, to CoUatine. 

Sea. Nay, you must drink off idl. 

Luc. Your grace must pardon the tender weakness 
Of a woman's brain. 

Sea^. It is to Oollatine. 

Luc. Methinks 'twould ill become the modesty 
Of any Roman lady to carouse. 
And drown her virtues in the juice of grapes. 
How can I shew my love iinto my husband 
To do his wife such wrong ? by too much wine 
I might neglect the charge of this great house. 
Left solely to my keep ; else my example 
Might in my servants breed encouragement 
So to offend, both which were pardonless; 
Else to your grace I might neglect my duty. 
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And slack obeisaDce to so great a guest : 
AH. which being accidental unto wine, 

let me not so wrong my Collatine. 

Sea. We excuse you :— her perfections like a torrent 
V^th violence breaks upon me, and at once 
Inverts and swallows all that's good in me. 
Preposterous fates 1 what mischiefs you involve 
Upon a cutifT prince, left to the fury 
Of all grand mischief? hath the grandame world 
Yet mother'd* suck a strange abortive wonder. 
That from her virtues should arise my sin? 

1 am worse than what's most ill, depriv'd all reason. 

My heart all fiery lust, my soul all treason. [aside, 

Lfuc. My lord, I fear your health, your changing brow 
Hath shewn so much disturbance :. noble Sextus, 
- Hath not your venf rous travel from the camp. 
Nor the moist rawness of this humorous night. 
Impaired your health ? 

Sea. Divinest Lucrece, no : I cannot eat. 

Luc. To rest then; 
A rank of torches there attend the prince ! 

Sea. Madam, I doubt I am a guest, this mf(ht. 
Too troublesome, and I offend your rest. 

Luc. This ring speaks for me, that, next Collatine, 
You are to me most welcome; yet, my lord. 
Thus much presume, without this from his hand, 
Sextus this night could not have entered here : 
No* not the king himself; 
My doors the day time to my friends are free, 

* Smothei'd; in the former editions. 
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Bat in the night the obdure gates are less kind ; 
Without this ring they can no entrance find. 
Lights for the prince 1 

Sejf. A kiss, and so good night ; nay^ for your ring's 
sake, deny not that 

Luc. Jove ^ve your highness soft and sweet repose 1 

Ses, And tliee the like, with soft and sweet content ! 
My vows are fix'd, my thoughts on mischief bent, [aside. 

[eM with 4orches. 

Luc, Tis late ; so many stars shine in this room. 
By reason of this great and princely guest. 
The world might call our modesty in question. 
To revel thus, our husband at the camp ; 
Haste, and to rest ; save in the prince^'S -chamber, 
Let not a light appears my heart's all sadness. 
Jove ! unto thy protection I commit 
My chastity and bonour, to thy keep 
My waking soul I give, whilst my thoughts sleep. 

\emt,with attendants. 

SCENE III, 
Enter Clown and a Serving Man. 

Clown. Soft, soft, not too loud $ imagine we were now 
going on the ropes with eggs on our heels; he that hath 
but a creaking shoe I would he had a creak in his neck : 
tread not too hard for disturbing Prince Sextus. 

Ser. I wonder the prince would have none of us stay in 
his chamber and help him to bed. 

Clown. What an ass .art thou to wonder ! there may be 
many causes : thou know'st the prince is a soldier, and sol- 
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diers many time want shift ; who iran say whether he have 
a clean shirt on or no I for any thing that we know he hath 
us*d staves-acre,* or hath ta'en a medicine to kill the itchj 
what's that to us F we did our duty to proffer ourselves. 

Ser, And what should we enter farther into his thoughts ^ 
come, shall's to bed ? I'm as drowsy as a dormouse, an^ 
my head is as heavy as though I had a night-cap of lead on. 

down. And my eyes begin to glue themselves together i 
I was, till supper was done, altogether for your repast, aqd 
now, after supper,. I am only for your repose : I think, for 
the two virtues of eating and sleeping, there's never % 
Roman spirit under the cope of heaven can put me down^ 
Enter Mirablb. 

Mir. For shame I what a conjuring and catter-wawling 
keep you here, that my lady cannot sleep : you shall have^ 
her call by and by, and send you all to bed with a witness. 

Cloum, Sweet Mistress Mirable, we are going. 

Mir* You are too loud ; come, every man <Hspose him to 
his rest, and I'll to mine. 

Ser, Out with your torches. 

Clown, Come then, and every man sneak into his kennel. 

[exeunU 

SCENE IV. 
ErUer Sextus, with his sword drawn, and a taper lighted^ 
Sew. Night, be as secret as thou art close, as close 
As thou art black and dark ! thou ominous queen 
Of tenebrous silence, make this fatal hour 
As true to rape, as thou hast made it kin4 

* The herb larkspur. 
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To murder, and harsh mischief \ Cynthia, mask thy cheek. 

And 9A\ you sparkling elemental fires, 

Choak up your beauties in prodigious fogs. 

Or be extinct in some thick vaporous clouds. 

Lest ye behold my practice ! I am bound 

Upon a black adventure, on a deed 

That must wound virtue, and make beauty bleed. 

Pause, Sektus, and before thou run'st thyself 

Into this violent danger^ weigh thy sin : 

Thou art yit f^, bdov'd, grac'd in the camp ; 

Of greaft opinion and undoubted hope ; 

Rome's darling in the universal grace. 

Both of the field, and senate, where these fortunes 

Do make thee great in both :* back ! yet thy fame 

Is free from hazard, and thy style from shame. 

O fate ! thou hast usurp'd such power o'er man. 

That where thou plead'st thy will, no mortal can. 

On then black mischief, hurry me the way ! 

Myself I must destroy, her life betray. 

The hatef of king and subject, the displeasure 

Of prince and people, the revenge of noble. 

And contempt of base ; the incurred vengeance 

Of my wrong'd kinsman CoUatine, the treason 

Against divin'st Lucrece ; all these total curses 

Foreseen, not fear'd, upon one Sextus meet. 

To make my days harsh, so this night be sweet. 

* In the quartet, this and the preoedmg line stand thus : 

** Both of the field and senate ; were these fortunes 
To make thee great in both," &c 
t J6.— Stfte. 
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No jar of clocks no ominous hateful howl 

Of any starting hound, no horse-cough breath'd from the 

entrails 
Of any drowsy groom, wakes this charm'd silence. 
And starts this general slumber ; forward still. 

{^Lucrece discovered in her bed. 
To make thy lust live, all thy virtues kill. 
Here, here, behold ! beneath these curtains lies 
That bright enchantress that hath daz'd my eyes. 
Oh, who but Sextus could commit such waste 
On one so fair, so kind,. so truly chaste? 
Or like a ravisher thus rudely stand. 
To offend this face, this brow, this lip, this hand? 
Or at such fatal hours these revels keep. 
With thought once to defile thy innocent sleep ? 
Save in this breast such thoughts could find no place. 
Or pay, with treason, her hospitable, grace ; 
Bat I am lust-burnt all, bent on what's bad ; 
That, which should calm good thought, makes Tarquin 

mad. 
Madam 1 Lucrece! 

Luc. Whose that ? oh me I beshrew you. 

Sew, Sweet, 'tis I. 

Luc. What I? 

Sea. Make room. 

Luc, My husband Collatine ? 

Sew. Thy husband's at the camp. 

Luc. Here is no place for any man save him. 

Sea. Grant me that grace. 

Luc. What are you ? 
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Seje, Tarquin and thy friend, and must ei\joy thee. 

Luc. Heaven such sins defend ! 

Seif, Why do you tremble, lady ? cease this fear ; 
I am alone ; there's no suspicious ear 
That can betray this deed : nay, start not, sweet. » 

Liuc, Dream I, or am I full awake ? oh no ! 
I know I dream to see Prince Sextus so. 
Sweet lord, awake me, rid me from this terror : 
I know you for a prince, a gentleman. 
Royal and honest, one that loves my lord. 
And would not wrack a woman's chastity 
For Rome's imperial diadem : oh then 
Pardon this dream ! for being awake, I know 
Prince Sextus, Rome's great hope, would not for shame 
Havock his own worth, or despoil my fome. 

Sea, I'm bent on both; my thoughts are all on fire ; 
Choose thee^ thou must embrace death, or desire. 
Yet do I love thee ; wilt thou accept it ? 

Luc, No. 

Sew. If not thy love, thou must enjoy thy foe. 
Where fair means cannot, force shall make my way : 
By Jove, I must enjoy thee. 

Luc, Sweet lord, stay. 

Seaf, Fm all impatience, violence, and rage. 
And save thy bed, nought can this fire assuage : 
Wilt love me ? 

Luc, No, I cannot. 

Sew. Tell me why ? 

Luc, Plate me, and in that hate first let me die. 

Sew. By Jove, I'll force thee. 
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Luc, By a god you swear 
To do a devil's deed \ sweet lord, forbear. 
By the same Jove I swear, that made this soul. 
Never to yield unto an act so fouL 
Help ! help ! 

Sex. These pillows first shall stop thy breath. 
If thou but shriekest ; hark ! how I'll frame thy death, 

Luc. For death I care not, so I keep unstun'd 
The uncraz'd honour I have yet maintain'd. 

Sew. Thou canst keep neither, for if thou but squeak'st. 
Or let'st the least harsh noise jar in my ear, 
I'll broach thee on my steel; that done, straight murder 
One of thy basest grooms, and lay you both 
Grasp'd arm in arm on thy adulterate bed^ 
Then call in witness of that mechall* sin : 
So shalt thou die, thy death be scandalous. 
Thy name be odious, thy suspected body 
Deny'd all funeral rites, and loving Collatine 
Shall hate thee even in death : then save all this. 
And to thy fortunes add another friend. 
Give thy fears comfort, and these torments end* 

Luc. I'll die first; and yet hear me, as you're noble * 
If all your goodness and best generous thoughts 
Be not exiled your heart, pity, oh pity 
The virtues of a woman 1 mar not that 
Cannot be made agun : this once defil'd. 
Not all the ocean waves can purify 
Or wash my stain away; you seek to soil 

» Probably derived from the French wrard mechantt wicked. 
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That which the radiant splendor of the sun 
Cannot make bright a^n; behdd my tears. 
Oh think them pearlM drops, distilled from the heart 
Of soul-chaste Lucrece ; think them orators. 
To plead the cause of absent Collatine, your frigid and 
kinsman. 

Sex- Tush, I am obdure. 

Liuc. Then jnake my name foul, keep my body pure. 
Oh, prince of princes, do but weigh your sin : 
Think how much I shall lose, how small you win. 
I lose the honour of my name and blood. 
Loss Rome's imperial crown cannot make good. 
You win the world's shame and all good men's bate ; 
Oh I would you pleasure buy at such dear rate ? 
Nor can you term it pleasure, for what is sweet. 
Where force and hate, jar and contenticm meet ? 
Weigh but for what 'tis that you urgo me still. 
To gain a woman's love against her will ? 
You'll but repent such wrong done a obaste wife. 
And think that labour's not worth all your strife ; 
Curse your hot lust, and say you've wrong'd your friends, ^ 
But all the world cannot make me amends : 
I took you for a friend, wrong not my trust. 
But let these chaste tears quench your fiery lust. 

Sea}, No, those moist tears contending with my fire. 
Quench not my heat but make it climb much higher; 
I'll drag thee hence. 

Luc, Oh ! 

Sea;, If thou raise these cries, lodg'd in thy slaughter'd 
Arms some base groom dies. 
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And Rome that hath admir'd ihy name so long 
Shall blot thy death with scandal from my tongue. 

Lmc, Jove guard my innocence ! 

Sew. Lucrece, thou art mine. 
In spite of Jove and all the powers divine. 

\he bears her out, 

SCENE V. 

Enter a Serving Man. 

Ser, What's o'clock, trow ? my lord bad me be early rea- 
dy with my gelding, for he would ride betimes in the morn- 
ing : now had I rather be up an hour before my time than 
a minute after, for my lord will be so infinite angry if I 
but oversleep myself a moment, that I had better be out of 
my life than in his displeasure; but soft, some of my lord 
Collatine's men lie in the next chamber, I care not if I 
call them up, for it grows towards day : what ! Pompey, 
Pompey ? 

Chwn» [triMm.] Who is that calls? 

Enter Clown. 
% Ser. Tis I. 

Clowti, Who's that? my lord Sextus his man? what a 
pox make you up before day ? 

Ser, I would have the key of the gate to come at my 
lord's horse in the stable. 

Clown. I would my lord Sextus and you were both in the 
hay-loft, for Pompey can take none of his natural rest a- 
mong you; here's e'en ostler rise and give my horse 
another peck of hay. 

Ser. Nay, good Pompey, help me to the key of the stable. 
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Clown, Well, Pompey was born to do Rome good in be- 
ing 80 kind to the young prince*8 gelding f but if for my 
kindness in giving him peas and oats he should kick me,. I 
should scarce say, God a mercy horse ! but come. 111 go 
with thee to the stable. [exetini, 

SCENE VI. 

Enier Sextus and Lucrece unready- 
Sew. Nay, weep not, sweet ; what's done is past recall : 
Call not thy name in question : by this sorrow. 
Which is yet without blemish, what hath past 
Is hid from the world's eye, and only private 
Twixt us ; fur Lucrece ! pull not on my head 
The wrath of Rome ; if I have done thee wrong. 
Love was the cause ; thy fame is without blot. 
And thou in Sextus hast a true friend got. 
Nay, sweet, look up, thou only hast my heart i 
I must be gone, Lucrece, a kiss, and part. 
Luc. Oh! [she flings /rom him and exit. 

Seof. No? peevish dame, farewell^ then ! be the bruiter 
Of thy own shame, which Tarquin would conceal^ 
I am arm'd 'gunst all can come ; let mischief frown. 
With all his terror; arm'd with ominous fate. 
To all their spleens a welcome Pll afford. 
With this bold heart, strong hand, and my good swords 

\eMt. 
SCENE VIL 
Enter Brutus, Valerius, Horatius, Aruns, Scjevola, and 

COLLATINE. 

Bru. What, so early, Valerius, and your voice not up 
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yet ? thou wast wont to be my lark, and raise me with thy 
early notes. 

yah I was never so hard set yet, my lord, but I had ever 
a fit of mirth for my friend. 

Bru, Pr'ythee, let's hear it then, while we may, for I 
divine, thy music and my madness are both short liv'd; 
we shall have somewhat else to do ere long, we hope, Va- 
lerius, 

Hor. Jove send it ! 

Song. — Valerius. 

Pack clouds away, and welcome day. 
With night we banish sorrow ; 
Sweet air blow soft, mount lark aloft. 
To give my love good morrow. 
Wings from the wind, to please her mind. 
Notes from the lark 1*11 borrow ; 
Bird, prune thy Wing, nightingale sing, 
To give my love good morrow. 
To give my love good morrow. 
Notes from them all Til borrow. 

Wake from thy nest, robin red-breast. 
Sing, birds, in every furrow ; 
And from each bill, let music shrill 
Give my fair love good morrow- 
Blackbird and thrush, in every bush, 
Stare, linnet, and cock -sparrow, 
You pretty elves, amongst yourselves. 
Sing my fair love good morrow. 
To give my love good morrow. 
Sing, birds, in every furrow. 
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Bru, MethinkSy our wars go not well forwards, Horatius ; 
we bs¥e greater «semie9 to bustle with than the Ardeans, 
if we durst but front them. 

Hot, Would it were come to fronting I 

Bru. Tlien we married men should have the advantage 
of the bachelors, Horatius, especially such as have reveling 
wives, those that can caper in the city, while their husbands 
are in the camp. Collatine, why are you so sad? the 
thought of this should not trouble you, having a Lucrece 
to your bedfellow. 

Col, My lord, I know no cause of discontent, yet cannot 
I be merry. 

SccD, Come, come, make him merry, let's have a song 
in praise of his Lucrece. 

Val Content. 

Song — Valerius. 

On two white columns arch'd she stands. 

Some snow would think them siure ; 
Some chrystal, others lUlies stript, 

But none of those so pure. 

This beauty when I contemplate. 

What riches I behold, 
'Tis roof d within with virtuous thoughts. 

Without 'tis thatchd with gold. 

Two doors there are to euter at, 

The one Til not enquire. 
Because conceal'd, the other seen. 

Whose sight inflames dqsire. 
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Whether the porch be coral clear. 

Or with rich crimson lin'd. 
Or rose-leaves, lasting all the year. 

It is not yet dinn'd. . 

Her eyes not made of purest glass. 

Or chrystal, but transpareth ; 
The life of diamonds they surpass. 

Their very sight ensnareth. 

That which without we rough-cast call. 

To stand 'gainst wind and weather. 
For it*s rare beauty equals all 

That I have uaniM together. 
For were it not by modest art 

Kept from the sight of skies. 
It would strike dim the sun itself. 

And daze the gazers' eyes. 

The case so rich, how may we praise 

The jewel lodg'd within. 
To draw their prfuse I were unwise. 

To wrong them, it were sin* 

^ru. I should be frolick if my brother were but 
retum'd to the camp. 

Hot. And in good time ; behold prince Sextus. 

Enter Sextus. 

^ii. Health to our general 1 

Sea. Thank you. 

Bru. Will you survey your forces, and give order for a 
present assault ? your soldiers long to be tugging with the 
Ardeans. 
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Sea, No. 

Col. Have yom seen Lucretia, my lord, how fares she ? 

Sejp, WcU; rU to my tent. 

^ru. Why, how now ; what's the matter, brother ? 

[e/veunt Septus and Arum. 

Bru. Thank you ; no. Well, 111 to my tent : ^et thee to 
thy tent, and coward go mth thee, if thou hast no more 
spirit to a speedy encounter. 

fW. Shall I go after him, and know the cause of his 
discontent ? 

SciP, Or I, my lord ? 

Bru. Neither; to pursue a fool in his humour is the next 
way to make him more humorous; I'll not be guilty of 
his folly, thank you, no; before I wish him health again, 
when he is sick of the sullens, may I die, not like a Roman, 
but like a runagate. 

SciB, Perhaps he's not welL 

Bru. Well: then let him be ill. 

Fal. Nay if he be dying as I could wish he were, I'll 
ring out his funeral peal, and this it is. 

Song. — Valerius. 

Come, list and hark, 
The bell doth toll 

For some but new 
Departing soul. 

And was not that 
Some ominous fowl. 

The bat, the night- 
Crow or screech-owl ? 



y Google 



THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. 79 

To these I hear 

ITie wild wolf howl. 
In this black night 

That seems to scowl . 
All these my black- 

Book shall enroll, 
For, hark, still, still. 

The bell doth toll 
For some but now 

Departing soul. 

Scof, Excellent, Valerius ; but is not that CoUatine's man ? 
Enter Clown. 

f^al. The news with this hasty post. 

down. Did nobody see my lord CoUatine ? oh ! my lady 
commends her to you ; here's a letter. 

CoL GKve it me. 

Chum. Fie upon't, never was poor Pompey so over-labour'd 
as I have been ; I think I have spurr'd my horse such a 
question, that he is scarce able to wig or wag his tail for 
an answer : but my lady bad me spare for no horseflesh, 
and I think I have made him run his race. 

Bru. Cousin Collatine, the news at Rome ? 

CoL Nothing but what you all may well partake ; read 
here, my lord. 

Brutus reads the letter. 

Dear lord, if ever thou wilt see thy Lucrece, 
Choose of the friends which thou affectest best. 
And, all important business set apart. 
Repair to Rome : commend me to lord Brutus, . 
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Valerius, Mutius, and Horatius. 
Say I entreat their presence, where my father 
Lucretius shall attend them ; farewell, sweet, 
Th' affsdrs are great, then do not fail to meet. 

Bru. rU thither as I live. \^eaii. 

Col. I, though I die. [exit. 

Sett, To Rome with expeditious wings we'll fly. \ew%t» 

Hor, The news, the news, if it have any shape 
Of sadness, if some prodigy have chanc'd. 
That may beget revenge, 1*11 cease to chafe. 
Vex, martyr, grieve, torture, torment myself. 
And tune my humour to strange strains of mirth. 
My soul divines some happiness ; speak, speak : 
I know thou hast some news that will create me 
Merry and musical, for I would laugh. 
Be new trans-shap'd ; I pr'ythee sing, Valerius, 
That I may air with thee. 

Song — ^Valerius. 
rd think myself as proud in shackles. 
As doth the ship in all her tackles. 
The wise man boasts no more his brains. 
Than I'd exult in gyves and chains : 
As creditors would use their debtors. 
So could I toss and shake my fetters. 
But not confess ; my thoughts should be 
In durance Usst as those kept me. 
And could, when spite their hearts environs, 
ITien dance to th' music of my irons. 

FaL Now tell us what's the project of thy message ? 
Clown. My lords, the princely Sextus has been at home. 
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but what he hath done there I may partly mistrust, but 
cannot altogether resolve you : besides, my lady swore me, 
that whatsoever I suspected I should say nothing. 

VaL If thou wilt not say thy mind, I pr'ythee sing thy 
mind, and then thou may'st save thine oath. 

Clown. Indeed I was not sworn to that ; I may either 
laugh out my news, or sing 'em, and so I may save mine 
oath to my lady. 

Hor. How's all at Rome, that mth such sad presage 
Disturbed CoUatine and noble Brutus 
Are hurry'd from the camp with Scsevola ? 
And we with expedition 'mongst the rest 
Are charged to Rome? speak, what did Sextus there 
With thy fedr mistress ? 

Val. Second me, my lord, and well urge him to disclose it. 

Valerius, Horatius, and the Clown, — their Catch, 

yal. Did he take fair Lucrece by the toe, man ? 

Hor, Toe, man ? 

yal. Aye, man. 

Clown, Ha ha ha ha ha, man. 

Hor. And further did he strive to go, man ? 

Clown. Oo, man ? 

Hor, Aye, man. 

Clown, Ha ha ha ha, man, fa derry derry down, ha fa 

derry dino. 
F'al, Did he take fair Lucrece by the heel, man ? 
Clown. Heel, man ? 
yal. Aye, man. 
Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man. 
Hor. And did he further strive to feel, man ? 
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Clown. Feel, man ? ; 

Hor! Aye, man. 

Chwn, Ha ha ha ha, man,' ha fa derry, &c. 

Val. Did he take the lady by the «hin, man ? - - 

Cloum. Shin, man ? 

Val, Aye, man. . 

Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man. 

Hor. Further too would he have been, man ? 

Clown. Been, man ? 

Hor. Aye, man. 

Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man, ha fa dery, & c 

f^al. Did he take the lady by the knee, man ? 

Clown. Knee, man ? 

f^al. Aye, man. 

Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man. 

Hor. Farther than that would he be, man ? 

Clown. Be, man ? 

Hor. Aye, man. 

Cloum. Ha ha ha ha, man, hey fa dery, &c.- - 

yal. Did he take the lady by the thigh, man ? 

Clown, Thigh, man ? 

f^al. Aye, man. 

Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man. 

Hor. And now he came it somewhat nigh, man ? 

Chum. Nigh, man ? 

Hor. Aye, man. 

Chum. Ha ha ha ha, man, hey fa derry, &c. 

f^al. But did he do the t'other thing, man .> 

Chum. Thing, man ? 

f^al. Aye, man. 

Chwn. Ha ha ha ha, man. 

Hor. Arid at the same had he a fling, man ? 
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Clown, Flingy man ? 

Hor, Aye man. 

Cloum, Ha ha ha, man, hey fa derry, &c. [ea^eunt. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

A table and a chair covered with black, 

LucRECE and her Maid. 

Luc. Mirable. 

Maid. Madam. 

Luc. Is not my father, old Lucretius, come yet ? 

Maid. Not yet. 

Luc. Nor any from the camp ? 

Maid. Neither, madam. 

Luc. Go, begone, and leave me to the truest grief of heart. 
That ever enter'd any matron*8 breast : Oh I 

Maid. Why weep you, lady? alas ! why do you stain 
Vour modest cheeks with these offensive tears ? 

Luc. Nothing, nay, nothing : oh, you powerful gods, 
That should have* angels guardants on your throne. 
To protect innocence and chastity ! oh, why 
Suffer you such inhuman massacre 
Of harmless virtue ? wherefore take you charge 
Of sinless souls to see them wounded thus 
With rape and violence ? or give white innocence 
Armour of proof Against sin, or by oppression 
Kill virtue quite, and guerdon base transgression. 
Is it my fate above all other women ? 
Or is my sin more heinous than the rest. 
That amongst thousands, millions, infinites, 
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I, only I, should to this shame be born. 

To be a stain to women, nature's scorn ? oh ! 

Maid, What uls you, madam? truth, you make me weep 
To see you shed salt tears : what hath oppress'd you ? 
Why is your chamber hung with mourning black i 
Your habit sable, and your eyes thus swoln 
With ominous tears ; alas ! what troubles you ? 

Luc. I am not sad; thou didst deceive thyself; 
I did not weep, there's nothing troubles me : 
But wherefore dost thou blush ? 

Maid, Madam, not I. 

Luc. Indeed thou didst, 
And-in that blush my guilt thoudid'st betray ; 
How cam'st thou by the notice of my sin ? 

Maid. What sin? 

Luc. My blot, my scandal, and my shame : 
O Tarquin ! thou my honour did'st betray; 
Disgrace, no time, no age, can wipe away ; oh ! 

Maid. Sweet lady, cheer yourself; I'll fetch my viol. 
And see if I can sing you fast asleep : 
A little rest would wear away this passion. 

Luc. Do what thou wilt, I can command no more ; 
Being no more a woman, I am now 
Devote to death and an inhabitant 
Of th' other world : these eyes must ever weep 
Till fate hath clos'd them with eternal sleep. 

Enter Brutus, Collatine, Horatius, Scjevola, Valerius, 
one way, and Old Lucretius another way. 
O. Luc. Brutus ! 
Bru. Lucretius ! 
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Luc, Father! 

CoL Lucrece! 

Luc, Collatinel 

Bru. How cheer you, madam ? how is't with you, cousin? 
Why is your eye deject ai^d drown'd in sorrow ? 
Why is this funeral black, and ornaments 
Of mdow-hood ? resolve me, cousin Lucrece. 

Hor, How fare you, lady ? 

O. Luc, What's the matter, girl ? 

Col, Why, how is't with you, Lucrece ? tell me, sweet. 
Why dost thou hide thy face, and with thy hand . 
Darken those eyes that were my suns of joy. 
To make my pleasures flourish in the spring ? 

Luc, Qh me ! 

Va}, Whence are these sighs and tears ? 

Scte, How grows this passion ? 

Bru, Speak, lady, you are hemm'd in with your friends. 
Girt in a pale of safety, and environ'd 
And circlM in a fortress of your kindred. 
Let not those drops fall fruitless to the ground. 
Nor let your sighs add to the senseless wind ; 
Speak 1 who hath wrong'd you? 

Luc, Ere I speak my woe. 
Swear you'll revenge poor Lucrece on her foe. 

Bru. Be his head arch'd with gold ! 

Hor, Be his hand arm'd with an imperial sceptre ! 

O, Luc. Be he great as Tarquin, thron'd in an imperial 
seat I 

Bru, Be he no more than mortal, he ^hall feel 
The vengeful edge of this victorious steel. 
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Luc. Then seat you, lords, whilst I express my wrong ! 
Father, dear husband, and my kinsmen lords. 
Hear me; I am dishonoured and disgraced ; 
My reputation mangled, ray renown 
Disparag'd; but my body, oh my body ! 

CoL What, Lucrece ? 

Luc, Stain'd, polluted, and defil'd. 
Strange steps are found in my adulterate bed ; 
And though my thoughts be white as innocence. 
Yet is my body soil'd with lust-burned sin. 
And by a stranger I am strumpeted, 
Ravish'd, enforcM, and am no more to rank 
Among the Roman matrons. 

Bru. Yet cheer you, lady, and restrsdn these tears ; 
If you were forc'd, the sin concerns not you; 
A woman's bom but with a woman's strength : 
Who was the ravisher ? 

Har. Aye, name him, lady ! 
Our love to you shall only thus appear 
In the revenge that we will take on him. 

Luc. I hope so, lords ; 'twas Sextus, the king*s son. 

AIL How? Sextus Tarquin ! 

Luc. That unprincely prince. 
Who, guest-wise, enter'd with my husband's ring. 
This ring, O CoUatine ! this ring you sent. 
Is cause of all my woe, your discontent. 
I feasted him, then lodg'd him, and bestow'd 
My choicest welcome ; but in the dead of night 
My traitorous guest came arm'd unto my bed. 
Frighted my silent sleep, threaten'd, and pray'd 
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For entertainment : I despised both ; 

Which, hearing, his sharp pointed scimitar. 

The tyrant bent against my naked breast. 

Alas ! I begg'd my death ; but note his tyranny ; 

He brought with him a torment worse than death. 

For having murder'd me, he swore to kill 

One of my basest grooms, and lodge him dead 

In my dead arms : then call in testimony 

Of my adultery, to make me hated 

Even in my death, of husband, father, friends. 

Of Rome, and all • the world : 

This, this, O princes ! ravish'd and kill'd.me at once. 

€oL Yet comfort, lady, 
I qiut thy guilt, for what could Lucrece do 
More than a woman ? had'st thou dy'd polluted 
By this base scandal, thou had'st wrong'd thy fame : 
And hinder'd us of a most just revenge. 

All. What shall we do, lords ? 

Bru, Lay your resolute hands 
Upon the sword of Brutus : vow and swear. 
As you hope meed for merit from the gods. 
Or fear reward for sin from devils below; 
As you are Romans, and esteem your fame 
More than your lives,* all humorous toys set off. 
Of madding, singing, smiling^ and what else. 
Revive your native valours, be yourselves. 
And join with Brutus in the just revenge 
Of this chaste ravish'd lady ; swear ! 

AIL We do. 

Lite. Then with your humours, here my grief ends too ; 
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My Stain I thus wipe off, call in my sighs. 

And in the hope of this revenge, forbear 

Even to my death to Ml one passionate tear; 

Yet, lords, that you may crown my innocence 

With your best thoughts, that you may henceforth know 

We are the same in heart, we seem in show : 

And though I quit my soul of all such sin, 

[the lords whisper. 
VVL not debar my body punishment : 
LfCt aU the world learn of a Roman dame. 
To prize her life less than her honored fame, [stabs herself .* 

O. Luc. Lucrece ! 

Col. Wife! 

Bru. Lady! 

Scit. She hath slain herself! 

F'al. Oh see yet, lords, if there be hope of life. 

Bru. She's dead ! dien turn your funeral tears to fire 
And indignation ; let us now redeem 
Our mis-spent time, and overtake our sloth 
With hostile expedition ; this, great lords. 
This bloody knife, on which her chaste blood flow'd. 
Shall not from Brutus, till some strange revenge 
Fall on the heads of Tarquins. 

Hor, Now*s the time to call their pride to count : 
Brutus, lead on, well follow thee to their confusion. 

f^al. By Jove, we will ; the sprightful youth of Rome, 
TrickM up in plumed harness, shall attend 
The march of Brutus, whom we here create 
Our general against the Tarquins. 

Sc€e. Be it so. 
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Bru, We embrace it : now to stir the wrath of Rome, 
You, Collatine, and good Lucretius, 
With eyes yet drown'd in tears, bear that chaste body 
Into the market place : that horrid object 
ShaU kindle them with a most just revenge. 

Hor, To see the father and the husband mourn 
O'er this chaste dame, that have so well deserv'd 
Of Rome and them ; then to infer the pride. 
The wrongs, and the perpetual tyranny 
Of all the Tarquins, Servius TulUus' death. 
And his unnatural usage by that monster 
Tullia, the queen : all these shall well concur 
In a combin'd revenge. 

Bru, Lucrece, thy death we'll mourn in glittering arms 
Aad plumed casques : bear that reverend load 
Unto the Forum, where our force shall meet 
To set upon the palace, and expel 
This vip'rous brood ft'om Rome : I know the people 
Will gladly eni^race our fortunes : Scaevola, 
Go you and muster powers in Brutus' name. 
Valerius, you assist him instantly. 
And to the 'mazed people freely spei^ 
The cause of this concourse. 

Vol, We go. [exeunt Falerius and Scavola. 

Bru. And you, dear lords, [to Collatine and Lucretius.'] 
whose speechless grief is boundless. 
Turn all your tears, with ours, to wrath and rage ; 
The hearts of all the Tarquins shall weep blood 
Upon the funeral hearse, with whose chaste body 
Honour your arms, and to th' assembled people 
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Disclose her innocent wounds : Gramercies, lords, 

[a great shout, and a flourish with drum* <*^ trumpets. 
That universal shout tells me their words 
Are gracious with the people, and their troops 
Are ready embattl'd and expect but us 
To lead them on ; Jove give our fortunes speed ! 
We'll murder murder, and base rape shall bleed, [e^ceunt, 

SCENE II. 

Aiarwn — Enter in the fight Tar^uin and ^Tviaak flying, pursued 

bjf Brutus ; the Romans march with drum and colours ; Poa- 

SENNA, Aruns, Sbxtus, Tarquin, and Tullia, meet and join 

with them; to them, Brutus^ and the Romans, with drum and 

soldiers: theff make a stand. 

Bru. Even thus far, tyrant; have we dogg'd thy steps. 
Frighting thy queen and thee with horrid steel. 

Tar, Lodged in the safety of Porsenna's arms. 
Now, tndtor Brutus, we dare front thy pride. 

Hor, Porsenna, thou'rt unworthy of a sceptre. 
To shelter pride, lust, n^e, and tyranny. 
In that proud prince and his confederate peers. 

Sew. Traitors to heaven, to Tarquin^ Rome, and us ! 
Treason to kings doth stretch, even to the gods ; 
And those high gods that take great Rome in charge. 
Shall punish your rebellion. 

CoL O devil, Sextus ! speak not thou of gods. 
Nor cast those false and feigned eyes to heaven. 
Whose rape the furies must torment in hell. 
Of Lucrece, Lucrece! 

SciB. Her chaste blood still, cries 
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For vengeance to the etherial deities. 

O, Luc, Oh, 'twas a foul deed, Sextus ! 

VaL And thy shame 
Shall be eternal and outlive her fame. 

Aru, Say ^xtus lov'd her, was she not a woman ? 
Aye, and perhaps was willing to be forc'd. 
Must you, being private subjects, dare to ring 
War's loud alarum 'gainst your potent king ? 

Por, Brutus, therein thou dost forget thyself. 
And wrong'st the glory of thine ancestors. 
Staining thy blood with treason. 

Bru. Tuscan, know 
The consul, Brutus, is their powerful foe. 

All the Tarquins. Consul ! 

Hor. Aye, consul j and the powerful hand of Rome 
Grasps his imperial sword : the name of king 
The tyrant Tarquins have made odious 
Unto this nation, and the general knee 
Of this our warlike people, now low bends 
To royal Brutus where the king's name ends. 

Bru. Now, Sextus, where's the oracle ? when I kiss'd 
My mother Earth, it plainly did foretell 
My noble virtues did thy sin exceed, 
Brutus should sway, and lust-bum'd Tarquin bleed. 

VaL Now shall the blood of Servius fall as heavy 
As a huge mountain on your tyrant heads, 
Cerwhelming all your glory. 

Hor, Tullia's guilt shall be by us reveng'd, that, in her ' 
pride^; 
In blood paternal her rough coach-wheels dy'd. 
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Luc. Your tyrannies, — 

Sc€B. Pride, 

CoL And my Lucrece' fate. 
Shall all be swallow'd in this hostile hate. 

Sex. Oh ! Romulus, thou, that first rear'd yon walls. 
In sight of which we stand, in thy soft bosom 
Is hugg'd the nest in which the Tarquins build ; 
Within the branches of thy lofty spires 
Tarquin shall perch, or where he once hath stood. 
His high built aSry shall be drown'd in blood ; 
Alarum then, Brutus I- by hea?en I vow. 
My sword shall prove thou ne'er wast mad till now. 

Bru. Sextus, my madness with your li?es expires ; 
Thy sensual eyes are fixM upon that wall 
Thou ne'er shalt enter, Rome confines you all. 

Por. A charge then I 

Tar, Jove and Tarquin I 

Hor. But we cry a Brutus ! 

Bru. Lucrece, fame, and victory I [exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Alarumy the Roman* are beaten qgf. 
^«/er Brutus, Horatius, Valerius, Scjevola, Lucretius, ourf 

COLLATINE. 

Bru. Thou Jovial hand, hold up thy sceptre high. 
And let not justice be oppress'd with pride ; 
O you, Penates, leave not Rome and us, 
Grasp'd in the purple hands of death and ruin \ 
The Tarquins have the best. 

Hor. Yet stand, my foot is fix'd upon this bridge ; 
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Tlber^ thy arched streams shall be chang'd crimson 
With Roman bloody before I budge from hence. 

Scte. Brutus, retire; for if thou enter Rome 
We are all lost^ stand not on valour now. 
But save thy people ; let's survive this day. 
To try the fortunes of another field. 

Val, Break down the bridge, lest the pursuing enemy 
Enter with us and take the spoil of Rome. 

Hor. Then break behind me, for by heaven 111 grow 
And root my foot as deep as to the ceiltre. 
Before I leave this passage. 

Luc, Come, you're mad. 

Col. The foe comes on, and we, in trifling here. 
Hazard ourselves and people. 

Har. Save them all ; 
To make Rome stand, Horatius here will fall. 

Bru. We would not lose thee ; do not breast thyself 
'Gainst thousands ; if thou front'st them, thou art ring'd 
With million swords and darts, and we behind 
Must break the bridge of Tiber to save Rome. 
Before thee infinite gaze on thy face. 
And menaee death ; the raging streams of Tiber 
Are at thy back to swidlow thee. 

Hor. Retire! 
To make Rome live 'tis death that I desire. 

Bru. Then farewell, dead Horatius ! think in us 
The universal arm of potent Rome 
Takes his last leave of thee in this embrace. 

[all embrace him. 

Hor. Farewell! 
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AIL FareweU ! 

Bru. These arches all must down 
To interdict their passage through the town. [eweunL 

SCENE IV. 

Alarum. Enter TARQUiif, Porsbnna, and Aruns, with their. 
pike* and Targeters. 

All. Enter, enter, enter ! - 

[a noise of knocking down the bridge within. 

Hot. Soft, Tarquin, see a bulwark to the briflge 
You first must pass ; the man that enters here 
Must make his passage through Horatius' breast ; 
See, with this target do I buckler Rome, 
And with this sword defy the puissant army 
Of two great kings. 

Por, One man to face a host ! 
Charge, soldiers I Of fiill forty thousand Romans 
There's but one daring hand against your host. 
To keep you from the sack or spoil of Rome ; 
Charge, charge ! 

Aru. Upon them, soldiers ! [alarum. 

Enter in several places, Sextus and Valerius above. 

Sex. Oh ! cowards, slaves, and vassals ! what ! not enter? 
Was it for this you plac'd my regiment 
Upon a hill, to be the sad spectator 
Of such a general cowardice ? Tarquin, Aruns, 
Porsenna, soldiers, pass Horatius quickly. 
For they behind him will devolve. the bridge. 
And raging Tiber, that's impassable. 
Your host must swim before you conquer Rome. 
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Val Yet Htand^ Horatius ; bear but one brunt more. 
The arched bridge shall sink upon his piles. 
And in his fall lift thy renown to heaven. 

Seof. Yet enter. 

yal. Dear Horatius, yet stand 
And save a million by one powerful hand. 

[alarum, and the falling of a bridge. 

Aruns and all. Charge, charge, charge ! 

Seof. Degenerate slaves ! the bridge is falPn, Rome's lost. 

Val. Horatius, thou art stronger than their host ; 
Thy strength is valour, their's are idle braves ; 
Now save thyself, and leap into the waves. 

Hor, Porsenna, Tarquin, now wade past your depths 
And enter Rome ; I feel ray body sink 
Beneath my pondVous weight ; Rome is preserv'd. 
And now farewell : for he that follows me 
Must search the bottom of this raging stream. 
Fame, with thy golden wings renown my crest. 
And Tiber take me on thy silver breast. 

[he leaps into the river. 

Par, He's leap'd off from the bridge, and drowned himself. 

Seof, You are deceiv'd, his spirit soars too high 
To be choak'd in with the base element 
Of water ; lo ! he swims, arm'd as he is. 
Whilst all the army have discharg'd their arrows. 
Of which the shield upon his back sticks full. [flourish. 
And hark ! the shout of all the multitude 
Now welcomes him.a-land : Horatius' fame 
Hath checked our armies with a general shame ; 
But come, to morrow's fortune must restore 

H 
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This scandal ; which I of the ^s implore. 

Pwr. Then we must find another time> fiedr prince^ 
To scourge these people* and revenge your wrongs. 
For this night I'll betake me to my tent. 

Tar. And we to ours ; lo morrow well rtnowo 
Our army with the spoil of this ri^ town, [eveumt 

SCENE V. 

Enter Porsbnna Mid Secretary. 

Por. Our secretary. 

Sec. My lord! 

Pi>r, Command lights and tordies in our tents. 

Enter Soldiers with torches. 
And let a guard engirt our safety round. 
Whilst we debate of military business * 
Come, sit, and let's consult. 

EfUer ScsvoLA, disguised. 

SctB, Horatius, famous for defending Rome, 
But we have done nought worthy Scaevbla, 
Nor of a Roman : ly in. this disguise. 
Have pass'd the armyraad the puissant guard 
Of king Porsenna : this should be his tent ; 
And in good time, now fate direct my strength 
Against a king, to free great Rome at length. . 

[itab€ the Secretary/. 

Sec. Oh ! I am shun 1. treason i treason ! 

Por. Villain! what hast thou done ? 

Sc€B. Why, slain the king. 
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Por. What king? 

Sc€e, Porsenna. 

Por. Porsenna Kves to see thee tortur*d 
With plagues more devlish than the pains of hell. 

Sc€B. Oh, too rash Mutins, hast thou miss'd thy aim ? 
And thou base hand, that did'st direct my poniard 
Against a peasant's breast, behold, thy error 
Thus I will punish : I will give thee freely 
Unto the fire, nor will I wear a limb, 

[puti his hand into the fire. 
That with such rashness shall offend his lord. 

Por. What will the madman do ? 

Scm. Porsenna so. 
Punish my hand thus, for not killing thee. 
Three hundred noble lads besides myself 
Have vow'd to all the gods that patron Rome, 
Thy ruin for supporting tyranny : 
And though I fail, expect yet every hour. 
When some strange fate thy fortunes will devour. 

Por. Stay, Roman ! we admire thy constancy. 
And scorn of fortune ; go, return to Rome, 
We give thee life, and say, the king Porsenna, 
Whose life thou seek'st, is in this honorable ; 
Pass freely ; guard him to the walls of Rome, 
And were we not so much engag'd to Tarquin, 
We would not lift a hand against that nation 
That breeds suck noble spirits. 

Sc€B. Well, I go. 
And for revenge take life even of my foe. [exit. 

Por. Conduct him safely: what! three hundred gallants 
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Sworn to our death, and all resolved like him ! , 

We must be provident, to-morrow's fortune 

We'll prove for Tarquins, if they fail our hopes. 

Peace shall be made with Rome ; but first our secretary 

Shall have his rites of funeral, then our shield 

We must address next for to-morrow's field. [eait. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter BfLvrva, Horati us, Valerius, Collatine, aiu/ Lucretius, 

marching. 

Bru. By thee we are consul, and still govern Rome, 
Which but for thee, had been despoil'd and ta'en. 
Made a confused heap of men and stones. 
Swimming in blood and slaughter; dear Horatius, 
Thy noble picture shall be carv'd in brass. 
And fix'd for thy perpetual memory 
In our high Capitol. 

Hor. Great consul, thanks ! 
But leaving this, let's march out of the city. 
And once more bid them battle on the plains. 

Fal. This day my soul divines we shall live free 
From all the furious Tarquins ; but where's Scsevola ? 
We see not him to-day. 

Enter Scjevola. . 
Sob, Here, lords, behold me handless, as you see. 
The cause,— I miss'd Porsenna in his tent. 
And in his stead kill'd but his secretary. , 
The 'mazed king, when he beheld me punish 
My rash mistake, with loss of my right hand ; 
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Unbegg'd, and almost scoru'd, he gave me life, 
-Which I had then refusM, but in desire 
To 'venge fair Lucrece' rape. • 

H<tr. Dear Scaevola, 
Thou hast exceeded us in our resolve ; 
But will the Tarquins give us present battle ? 

SctB, That may ye hear ; {soft alarum. 

The skirmish is begun already 'twixt the horse. 

Luc. Then, noble consul, lead our main battle on ! 

Bru. O Jove i this day balance our cause. 
And let her innocent blood destroy 
The heads of all the Tarquins ! See, this day,^ 
In her cause do we consecrate our lives. 
And in defence of justice now march on i 
I hear their martial music, be our shock 
As terrible as -are the meeting clouds 
That break in thunder ; yet our hopes are fair. 
And this rough charge shatl all our loss repair. 

[eweunt ; alarum^ battle within. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Porsenna and Aruns. 

Par. Yet grow our lofty plumes unflagg'd with blood. 
And yet sweet pleasure wantons in the air : 
How goes the battle, Aruns ? 

y^rw. ^8 even balanced ; 
I interchanged with Brutus, hand to hand, 
A dangerous encounter ; both are wounded ; 
And had not the rude press divided us. 
One had dropped down to earth. 
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For, Twas bravely fought. I saw the king, your father, 
free his person from a thousand Romans that begirt his 
state, where flying arrows, thidliL as atoms, sung about his 
ears. 

j4ru, I hope a glorious day ; come, Tuscan king, lef s on 
them ! [alarum. 

Enter Horatius and Valerius. 

Hor. Aruns, stay; that sword that late did drink the 
consul's blood, must, with keen fang, tire upon my flesh, 
or this on thine. 

Aru, It spar'd the consul's life 
To end thy days in a more glorious strife. 

FaL I stand against thee, Tuscan ! 

Par. I for the^ ! 

Hor. Where e'er I find a Tarquin, he's for me ! 

[alarum, fight; Aruns slain, Por'senna ewpuUed. 

Alarum — Enter Tarquin with an arrow in hit breast, Tullia 
with him, pursued by Collatine, Lucretius, and Scavola. 

Tar, Fair Tullia, leave me; save thy life by flight. 
Since mine b desperate; behold, I'm wounded 
Even to the death : there stays within my tent 
A winged jennet, mount his back and fly : 
Live to revenge my death, since I must die. 

Tuh Had I the heart to tread upon the bulk 
Of my dead father, and to see him slaughter'd 
Only for love of Tarquin and a prown ; 
And shall I fear death more than loss of bothi 
No, this is TuUia's fame, rather than fly 
From Tarquin, 'mongst a thousand swords she'll die ! 
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y4lL Hew them to pieces both! 

Tar. My Tullia save. 
And o'er my caitiff head those meteors wave. 

Col. Let Tullia yield then ! 

Tul. Yield me, cuckold ? no ; 
Mercy I scorn, let me the danger know ! 

Sc€B. Upon them, then I 

Fdl. Lef s bring them to their fate. 
And let them perish in the people's hate. 

TuL Fear not. 111 back thee, htisband. 

Tar. But for thee. 
Sweet were the hand that this charg'd soul could free ; 
Life I despise, let noble Sextus stand 
T'avenge our death ; even till these vitals end. 
Scorning my own, thy life will I defend ! 

Tul. And 1*11, sweet Tarquin, to my power guard thine : 
Come on, ye slaves, and make this earth divine ! 

^alarum ; Tarquin and Tullia are slain 

Alarum. Enter Brutus, all bloody. 

Bru. Aruns, this crimson favour for thy sake, 
I'll wear upon my forehead, mask'd with blood. 
Till all the moisture in the Tarquins' veins 
Be spilt upon the earth ; and leave thy body 
As dry as the parch'd summer, burnt and scorch'd 
With the canicular stars. 

Hor. Aruns lies dead. 
By this bright sword that tower'd above his head ! 

Col. And see, great consul. 
Where the pride of Rome lies sunk and fallen. 
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VaL Beside him lies the queen mangled and hewn 
Amongst the Roman soldiers. 

Hor. Lift up their slaughter'd bodies ; help to rear 
Them 'gunst this hill in view of all the camp. 
This sight will be a terror to the foe^ 
And make them yield or fly. 

Bn$. But whereas the ravisher^ 
Ii^jurious SextuSy that we see not him ? [short alarum. 

Enter Sextus, 

Sejt, Through broken spears, crack'd swords, unbowelM 
steeds, 
Flaw'd armours, manglM limbs, and batter'd casques. 
Knee-deep in blood, IVe pierc*d the Roman host 
To be my father's rescue. 

Hor. Tis too late ; 
His mounting pride's sunk in the people*s hate. 

Sej^. My father, mother, brother ! fortune, now 
I do defy thee ! I expose myself 
To horrid danger ; safety I despise : 
I dare the worst of peril, I am bound 
On till this pile of flesh be all one wound. 

Val. Begirt him, lords ! this is the ravisher ; 
There's no revenge for Lucrece till he falL 

Luc. Cease, Sextus, then. 

Sew. Sextus defies you all ! 
Yet, will you give me language ere I die ? 

Bru. Say on. 

Seof. Tis not for mercy, for I scorn that life 
That's given by any ; and the more to add 
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To your immense unmeasurable hate» 

I was the spur unto my Other's pride. 

Twas I that aVd the princes of the land. 

That made thee, Brutus, mad ; these discontent ; 

I ravish'd the chaste Lucrece ; Sextus I, 

Thy daughter, and thy wife ; Brutus, thy cousin, 

AUi'd indeed to. all^; /twas for my rape. 

Her constant hand rippM up her innocent breast ; 

'Twas Sextus did all this ! 

CoL Which 111 revenge I 

Bor. Leave that to me. 

Luc. Old as I am, PU do't ! 

6V<7. I have one hand left yet. 
Of strength enough to kill a ravisher. 

Sea. Come all at once, aye, all ! 
Yet hear me, Brutus, thou art honourable. 
And my words tend to thee : my father dy*d 
By many hands; what's he 'mongst you can challenge 
The least, aye, smallest honour in his death i 
If I be kiU'd among this hostile throng, 
The poorest snaky soldier well may claim 
As much renown in noble Sextus' death. 
As Brutus, thou, or thou, Horatius : 
I am to die, and more than die I cannot : 
Rob not yourselves of honour in my death. 
When the two mightiest spirit? of Greece and Troy 
Tugg'd for the mast'ry. Hector and Achilles; 
Had puissant Hector, by Achilles' hand, 
Dy'd in single monomachy, Achilles 
Had been the worthy ; but being slain by odds. 
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The poorest MyimidoA had as miich honour 
As faint Achilles in the Tcqjan's death. 

Bru, Had'st thon not done a deed so execrable 
That gods and men abhor, I'd love. thee, Sextus, 
And hug thee for this challenge breath'd so freely : 
Behold, I stand for. Rome as general ; 
Thou of the Tarquins.dost alone survive. 
The head of all these garboils, the chief actor 
Of that black sin, which we chastise by arms. 
Brave Romans, with your bright swords be our lists. 
And ring us in ; none dare t'offend the prince 
By the least touch, lest he incur our wrath ; 
This honour do your consul, that his hand 
May punish this arch-mischief ; that the times 
Succeeding may of Brutus thus much tell. 
By him pride, luSt, and all the Tarquins fell. 

Seof. To ravish Lucrece, cuckold GoUatine, 
And spill the chastest blood that ever ran 
In any matron's veins> repents me not 
So much as to have < wronged a gentleman. 
So noble as the consul in this strife. 
Brutus, be bold, thou tightest with one scorns life. 

Bru. And thou with one, that l^ss than his renown, 
Prizeth his blood or Rome's imperial crown. 

[alarum: a fierce Jight, with sword and target s they 
pause and hreathe, 

Bru. Sextus, stand fiiir, much honour shall I win. 
To revenge Lucrece, and chastise thy sin. 

Sex. I repent nothing, may' I live or die; 
Though my blood fall, my spirit shall mount on high. 
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[Alarum :—Jig^ht urith iinffle tw&rdi, and being (Aai% 
wminied and panting for breaib, making a 
stroke at each other with their gauntlets, theif 
fall. 
Hot. Both slaia I Oh, noble Brutus, this thy fame 
To after ages shall survive ; thy body 
Shall have a fair and gorgeous sepulchre : 
For whom the matrons shall in funeral black 
Mourn twelve sad moons ; thou that first govem'd Rome, 
And sway'd the people by a consul's name. 
These bodies of the Tarquins we^ commit 
Unto the funeral pile : you, Collatine, 
Shall succeed Brutus in the consul's place. 
Whom with this laurel wreath we here create. 

[crowns him with laurel. 
Such is the people's voice, accept it then. 

CoL We do, and may our pow'r so just appear, 
Rome may have peace, both with our love and fear. 
But soft ! what march is this ? 

Flourish. Enter Porsenn^ and Soldiers. 

Por, The Tuscan king seeing the Tarquins slain. 
Thus arm'd and battPd, offers peace to Rome ; 
To confirm which, we'll give you present hostage ; 
If you deny, we'll stand upon our guard. 
And by the force of arms, muntun our own. 

f^al. After so much effusion and large waste 
Of Roman blood, the name of peace is welcome : 
Since of the Tarquins none remun in Rome, 
And Lucrece' rape is now reveng'd at full. 
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Twire good to entertain Porsenna's league. 

Co/. Porsenna we embrace, whose royal presence 
Shall grace the consul to the funeral pile. 

March on to Rome! Jove be our guard and guide! 
That hath, in us, veng'd rape, and punishM pride ! 

[eaeuttt* 




THE END. 
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